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Chapter 1

The Capital Bdtway wraps Washington, DC, in aconcrete noose. Its six lanes of traffic swing wide
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through theforest land of Virginia, brush the outskirts of the dormitory town of Alexandria, then crossthe
Potomac into Maryland. Land is chegper than in the Digtrict so that office buildings and pollution-free
factories have been located here, appearing suddenly in forest clearings. Exit 42 branches off in thisarea
and leadsto adivided highway. But just before the stop sign thereis an unmarked country lane that
disappears away among the trees.

The old Pontiac rumbled out of this Beltway exit and turned down the lane. Just around the first bend
there was alarge, white and windowless building. The driver took no notice of this nor of the sign above
the entrance that wel comed him to Weeks Electronics Laboratory 2. He drove past it and continued
aong thelane until hewas out of sight of the building. Only then did he pull off into aroadside clearing
and kill theengine.

After emerging from the car he carefully pushed the door shut behind him, instead of dammingit, so that
it made no sound. Then he stood with his back to the fender, looking at hiswristwatch, obliviousto the
first glorious russets and golds of the autumn foliage around him. He was single-minded and intense, with
al of hisattention concentrated on the watch. A casua observer would have seen aman who was a bit
over six feet tall with anot unhandsome face, dthough his nose was perhaps alittle too sharp for his
features. However, his smoothly tanned skin, his brown hair just touched with grey at the temples, gave
him amost distinguished air. Hisforehead puckered as he sared intently at the watch; afamiliar
expression that had |eft a permanent cleft between his eyes. He was dressed in a nondescript trenchcoat,
dark blue trousers and black shoes.

He nodded with sudden satisfaction, pressed a button on the watch, then turned and walked off among
the trees. He moved quietly, but swiftly, until he reached an oak tree that had been blown down by a
storm—quite recently because the leaves were just beginning to droop. Then he eased himsalf down on
to the ground and crawled for at least fifteen feet in the shelter of the tree before climbing to hisfeet again
and hurrying forward.

Lessthan twenty yards further on, the grove ended in agrassy ditch that ran aong the base of a
chain-link fence. Beyond the fence was green parkland interspersed with occasiona clumps of trees; a
corner of the Weeks Electronics building was just visible through the foliage. The man started down into
the ditch—then drew back quickly to the cover of the trees. A moment later auniformed guard holding a
German Shepherd on a short leash walked by on the other side of the fence. As soon as they were out of
sght the man hurried forward again, down into the ditch, pulling on apair of leather gloves as he went.
Without stopping he swarmed up the fence until he stood, balancing on the top, just below the double
strand of barbed wire. He flexed his knees, extended his armsto keep his balance, then jumped smoothly
over thewireto land on the other side.

Then heran, head down, fast, aiming for the nearest clump of trees. But before he could reach it ajeep
raced into Sight, cutting sharply across the grass, braking to a skidding stop before him. The guard seated
beside the driver had his carbine raised and aimed at the intruder who stopped, then turned dowly to
face him. The guard looked on in silence asthetal man lifted hisarm dowly, glanced at hiswatch, then
pressed the button in itsside.

'Exactly six minutes, nine and three-tenths seconds, Lopez,' he said. The guard nodded expressionlesdy
and lowered the gun.

'Yes, colond,' the guard said.

"That's not good, not very goddamned good at al.' He climbed into the back of the jeep. ‘Let's get to the
guardhouse’



They drove around the laboratory to alow building that was concedled from the road by the larger
building. A group of uniformed men stood besideit, watching in silence asthe jeep arrived. A grey-haired
guard with sergeant’s stripes on his deeves stepped forward when the vehicle ground to astop. The
colonel stepped down then pointed to hiswatch. "What do you think of six minutes, nine and three-tenths
seconds from the time | went into the woods from the road until the time | was intercepted?

'l don't think very much of that at dl, Colond McCulloch,’ the sergeant said.

‘Neither do I, Greenbaum, neither do |. | was halfway to the lab before the guard turned up. If | had
been anintruder | could have done alot of interesting thingsin that time. Do you have anything to say?

'No, sr.'

'Do you have any questions?

'No, sir.’

'None? Aren't you interested in how | got asfar as the fence without being detected?
I am, gr.'

'Good." Colond McCulloch nodded as hewould a anidiot child. 'But your interest isalittle late,
sergeant. Exactly one week too late. That's how long ago | noticed that a newly fallen tree had blocked
part of the field of vison of one of the remote TV cameras. | waited one week for you or one of your
men to notice it. None of you did. | therefore arranged this demonstration to show just how lax security is
around here.'

I'll seethat it'stightened up, colondl...’

'No, you won't, Greenbaum. Someone elsewill. Y ou are losing those stripes, taking asdary cut to
match, and areprimand goes into your record...'

'No, it doesn't, McCulloch. Because I'm quitting thisjob. I'm through.'

McCulloch nodded agreement. 'Y es, you are through. And you have just described yourself aswell. A
quitter. You quit after serving twenty yearsin the Army too. Now you're quitting—'

‘Bullshit, colond, if you will excuse the expression.’ Greenbaum glowered in anger, fists clenched. 'l got
out of the serviceto get away from chickenshitslike you. But | just didn't get far enough away. You'rein
charge of security at thislab. Which means you got responsihilitiestoo. If you gave ashit you would have
reported that tree. We're supposed to bein thistogether, you're supposed to help us. Not pull thisBoy
Scout and Indian crap. Well I'm getting just asfar away from that kind of stuff as| can. Beginning right
now.'

He turned and stamped away. M cCulloch watched him go in silence. Only when Greenbaum was out of
sght did heturn to the sllent guards.

I want awritten report on this exercise from each one of you. On my desk in the morning.' He waved
Lopez out of the jegp and took his place. 'Get me back to my car,’ he told the driver, then turned to the
other guards as the engine started up. 'Every one of you is expendable. Screw up like Greenbaum and
you go just theway hedid.'

McCulloch did not look back asthey drove away.



At the car he unlocked the boot while the jeep turned and vanished back down the lane. He took off his
coat and threw it into the boot. He was wearing his uniform undernegath. It was empty of al decorations
and identifying inggnia, other than the Silver eagles on his shoulders. He reached into the boot again and
took out hisuniform cap, settled it firmly on his head, then took out a black attaché case aswell before
damming thelid shut. A few minuteslater he was on MacArthur Boulevard driving south towardsthe
Didrict.

It wasashort ride. A few miles down the road he turned into alarge shopping centre, where he parked
closeto abranch of the DC National Bank. He locked the car and went into the bank, taking the attaché
casewith him. It was abrief vist. He emerged less than ten minutes|ater, got into his car and drove
away—watched most carefully by the man in the black Impala that was parked two rows away. The
man raised amicrophone and spoke intoit.

'Able Oneto Able Two. Georgeis now leaving the lot and turning south on MacArthur. He's yours now.
Over!

"Will do. Out.'

The man replaced the microphone on the dash and got out of the car. He was |ean and blond and
unremarkably dressed in agrey suit, white shirt and dark tie. He entered the bank and crossed to the

receptionist.
'My nameisRipley, hesaid. | would like to see the manager. About some investments.’
'Of course, Mr Ripley." She picked up the phone. 'I'll seeif Mr Bryceisfree!

The manager stood up from behind the desk and shook his hand when he entered the office. 'Mr Ripley.
Now just what can | do to help you?

"Thisisagovernment matter, Sr. Would you please look at my identification.’

Hetook aleather wallet from his breast pocket, opened it and passed it across the desk. Bryce looked
at the gold badge and the accompanying card behind the plastic window and nodded. 'Well, Mr Ripley,’
he said. 'How can | be of aid to the Federal Bureau of Investigation? He started to hand back the ID but
the agent stopped him.

'l would like you to authenticate the identification, Sir. | believe that you were given an unlisted number for
useif the occasion should arise?

Bryce nodded and opened the top drawer of hisdesk. 'Y es, I've used it once before. Hereit is. If you
will excuseme!

The bank manager dialed the number, then identified himself to the party at the other end. He read of f
the 1D number from the wallet, then placed hishand over the receiver.

‘They want to know the case reference!’
"Tdl them investigation George.'

The bank manager repeated the words, then nodded and hung up. He passed the ID back to the FBI
agent. 'l wasingtructed to co-operate with you and to give you any information that you might need about
oneof our clients. But | must say that thisisnot anorma practice...'

'l redizethat, Mr Bryce. But you are now involved in a security investigation with atop priority. If you



refuse to cooperate | must go to your superiors and—'

'No, please! That's not what | am suggesting. Please don't misunderstand me. Y ou have my

co-operation, of course. | wasjust saying that information about our clientsis dways confidentid—in the
normal course of events. But in ameatter of nationa security, very different, naturadly. How can | be of
ad?

Bryce wastaking rapidly, unaware when he took the handkerchief from his breast pocket to pat his
suddenly moist forehead. The agent nodded, unsmiling.

'| appreciate that, Mr Bryce. | hope you understand that your voluntary co-operation makesyou liable to
prosecution for violation of national security should you mention thisto anyone else?

'Doesit? | don't know—but of course, I'll speak to no one.’

'Very good. A few minutes ago aman left this bank after transacting some business. HisnameisWedey
McCulloch and heisacolond in the United States Army. No, don't write that down. Y ou won't have
any difficulty in memorizing thisinformation. Y ou will find the bank employee he dedit with and bring
back the record of any transaction or transactions the colonel may have made. Y ou will tell no onethe
reason for your interest.’

'Of course not!'
'We appreciate that, Mr. Bryce. If you don't mind | will wait here until you return.’
'Y es, please, make yoursaf comfortable. This should not take avery long time!'

The manager returned in less than five minuteswith afile folder in his hand. He carefully closed and
locked the door, then opened the folder before him on the desk.

'Colond McCulloch made apurchase. ..
'Did he pay by cheque or with cash?

‘Cash. Large denomination bills. He purchased gold and paid for it in cash. Eight thousand, five hundred
and thirty-two dollars. He took the gold away with him. Isthat the information you wanted, Mr Ripley?

The agent nodded and smiled, ever so dightly.

'Yes, Mr Bryce. That isexactly what | wanted to find out."

Chapter 2

Sergeant Troy Harmon rode the Metro in from the Pentagon, wondering just what the hell this assgnment
wasdl about. It was so hush-hush that he had been told nothing, absolutely nothing about it. Other than
to get over soonest to this address on Massachusetts just up from Union Station. Transportation was not
provided. He rode the Metro, looking down at the thick, sealed envelope he was carrying. Hisown
records, the history of hisnine yearsin the Army. Decorations, promations, goof-ups, Fitzsmmons
Hospitd records when they dug the shrapndl out of hisback. Two yearsin Vietnam without a
scratch—then ashort round from his own supporting battery. A Purple Heart from a chunk of Detroit
ged. Then atransfer to the MPs, then G2, military intelligence. The records were dl here. It would be
interesting to look a them. And military suicide if he were to open the envelope.

And what organi zation was he going to on Massachusetts Avenue? He knew most of the spook ouitfits,



garting with the CIA out in Langley right on down. But he had never even heard of this one. Report to
Mr Kdly. And who the hell was Kelly? Enough. He'd find out soon enough. He looked up to check the
station, McPherson Square, then looked back down just in time to catch the eye of the girl Sitting across
from him. Shelooked away quickly. A very foxy girl, what they used to cal ahigh-yellow when hewasa
boy. She glanced back again and he gave her histoothpaste commercid amile; lips pulled back so his
white teeth showed in nice contrast to his dark-brown skin. Thistime sheraised her nose dightly and
sniffed as she turned away.

Rebuffed! He had to smile. Didn't she see what she was missing? Five feet ten of handsome, cleancut
oldier.

Thetrain dowed asit entered Metro Center. Troy wasthefirst one off and he stayed ahead of the pack
asthey rushed for the escalator to the Red Line. Herode up into the indirectly lit cavern, morelikea
futuristic spaceship hangar than asubway. It made the old Independent in New Y ork ook like thefilthy
holethat it realy was.

There was a cool, autumn biteto the air as he walked down Massachusetts checking the numbers. There
it was, atdl, brownstone house, just across New Jersey. No name, no identifying plate, nothing. He
climbed the steps and pressed the polished brass button, well aware of the fisheye of the micro TV
cameraaboveit. The door buzzed and he went through into an airlock arrangement, with another door
ahead of him that did not open until the outer one had closed. Very neat. And another TV pick-up here
aswell. Insde was a marble-floored lobby with adesk at the far end. His hedls clacked as he walked the
length of it. The receptionist, avery cool redhead in avery tight sweater looked up a him and smiled.

'May | help you?
‘Sergeant Harmon. Mr Kédlly is expecting me!'
"Thank you, Sergeant Harmon. If you will take aseat I'll let him know that you are here!’

The couch was too deep and soft to be comfortable, so he sat on its edge. There was a copy of Fortune
and acopy of Jet onthelow tablein front of him. What was this—catering to his special needs? Hetried
to smile as he picked up Jet. Maybe they weretrying to tell him something. If so he had got the message
along time ago. Picsof abig party at the Hotel Theresa, then babies with rat bitesin the dumsjust afew
blocks away. It was a different world to him. He had grown up in Queens, in South Jamaica, anice,
secure middle-class area of frame houses and green trees. He knew as much about Harlem as he did
about the back of the Moon.

‘Mr Kely will seeyou now.'

He dropped the magazine, took up his envelope, and appreciatively followed the receptionist's swesetly
rotating bottom into an adjoining office.

'‘Comein, Sergeant Harmon. Pleased to meet you,' Kelly said, coming from behind his desk to take
Troy's hand. Theway he pronounced Harmon was positive proof that he was from Boston. His
elegantly tailored three-piece pinstripe suggested Back Bay and Harvard aswell. 'I'll take that envelope,
thank you.'

Kdly took thefolder of military records and added it to the file on the desk before him, tapping the edges
until al the paperswere neatly in line. Helooked at the sergeant as he did this, noting what he saw. Late
twenties, good service record, he could read that from the ribbons without looking at the file. Not too
tall, but solidly built. Jaw like arock, face expressionless. Eyes black and unreadable. Sergeant Troy
Harmon was obvioudy aprofessond soldier and aman very much in charge of himself.



'Y ou've been sent over here on temporary assgnment from G2, because of your specidized knowledge,
Kely sad.

‘Just what would that be, Sir?1 fired sharpshooter onthe M-16.

‘Nothing quite that deadly,’ Kelly said, smiling for thefirst time. "We understand that you know a gresat
deal about gold. Isthat true?

Yes, ar.

'Good. That particular knowledge will be most hel pful to us since we are predominantly headquarters
saff here at QCIC. We depend on the other security servicesfor field personnel.' He glanced at his
Rolex. Y ou'll be seeing Admird Colonnein afew minutes and hewill explain the operation in detail. The
admira isthe man who directs this agency. Now—do you have any questions?

'No, gr. | don't know enough about what is happening here to think of aquestion. | was given this
address and told to bring my recordsto you. Y ou just mentioned that this department is QCIC. | don't
even know what those initials stland for.'

"The admira will explain dl that to you aswedl. My roleis srictly liaison. Youll filedl reportswith me.!
Hewrote quickly on apiece of paper and passed it over. Thisis my twenty-four hour phone number.
Keep track of expenses and et me have the dips once aweek. Also contact me for any equipment or
gpeciaized-assstance that you might need. The admird will brief you on this operation, whichis
code-named Subject George.'

Kely hesitated, tapping hisfingers on the edge of the desk, before he spoke again. The admird isold
Navy, Annapolis, been around along time. Y ou know what that means?

‘No.'

'l think that you do, sergeant. When he was on active duty during the Second World War, blacks were
called Negroes and they weren't dlowed in the Navy. Other than as mess attendants.’

'Say mess boys, Mr Kédly, that was the term. And my father wasin the Army then, fighting to make the
world safe for democracy. Only the Army was segregated and, since blacks couldn't be trusted to carry
guns, they drove trucks and dug ditches. But that was along time ago.’

'For us, maybe. Let's hopeit isfor the admiral too. But thisisaone hundred per cent WASP ouitfit. It
couldn't have got that way by accident... hell, sergeant, maybe I'm talking too much.’

Troy smiled. 'l gppreciate the thought, Mr Kdly. I'm afirm believer in fidd inteligence. I'm not too
worried about the admiral.

'Y ou shouldn't be. HE's agood man. And thisis adamned important job." Kelly picked up thefile ashe
stood up. "WEll go see him now.’

Theroar of the traffic outsde on Massachusetts Avenue was muted to adistant humin the large
conference room. Heavy curtains covered the windows, floor to ceiling bookshelveslined thewalls. The
admira sat behind the long mahogany table, carefully loading tobacco into an ancient briar pipe. Hewas
suntanned, and amost completely bad; his blue uniform was smooth and unwrinkled, the rows of ribbons
on it impressive. He waved Troy to achair opposite, nodded at the file that Kelly placed before him, then
struck awooden kitchen match and puffed the pipeto life. He did not speak until Kelly had gone out and
closed the door.



"Y ou've been seconded to us by military intelligence because of your specidized knowledge, sergeant. |
want you to tell me about gold.'

It'sametd, admird, very heavy, and people set great store by it.’

That'sdl? Admird Colonne scowled from behind acloud of blue smoke. 'Are you being facetious,
Harmon?

'No, gr, I'm telling the truth. Gold is an important industrial metd, but that is not what most people care
about. They buy it and stedl it and hide it because other people prizeit highly. Inthe West wetredt it asa
commodity—Dbut the rest of the world sees it as a safer investment than banks or bonds. Gold purchased
legally hereisworth twice as much after it has been smuggled into another country, say India. That's how
| got involved with it. The US Army has men stationed right around the world. The temptation to turn an
easy buck by sdling gold is something a number of grunts just have not been ableto resist.’

The admira nodded. "All right, that's one aspect of gold. What about the industria use you mentioned?
Other than jewedlery—what isit good for?

'Electronics. It'smalleable, does not rust or tarnish—and isagood conductor. All of the contactsin
computers are plated with it. You'll aso find that it is used in windows to cut down on the amount of
sunlight that is allowed to passthrough. ..’

'None of this has any goddamned relevance to the case we have here!' The admird dammed the fileon
the table before him. 'What we are interested in are the reasons why a certain Army colond isbuying a
lot of gold. | know that it isal perfectly legd, but | till want to know why.'

'May | ask what "alot" is, Sr?

A little over ahundred thousand dollars worth, as of yesterday. Do you know what the initals QCIC
gtand for?

Troy accepted the abrupt change of topic without comment. 'No, sir, | don't. Mr Kelly said that you
would explain.'

'Quis custodiet ipsos custodes. Do you know what that means?

'l should. After two yearsof Latinin college. A literal trandation would be—who shal keep watch over
the guardians?

‘Right. Who shal watch the watchers? That little problem has been around for avery long time—or it
wouldn't have a L atin tagline attached to it. Policemen who take bribes are bad enough. But what about
the people who are entrusted with the security of our nation? Someone has to keep an eye on them.
Well—were the people who have to do just that. That's what this agency isherefor. Y ou must redize
that what we do hereisvitd to the security of this country. Without any conceit, thisis undoubtedly the
most important security operation in the land. We cannot afford to make mistakes. Asthe old saying
goes, the buck stops here. We have the ultimate responsibility in ensuring this nation's security because
we must waich all of the other security operatives. That isthe reason why | approved your assgnment to
us. Therearethree thingsin your record that | like. First, you know al about gold. Second, your security
clearanceis Top Secret. Can you imagine what the third reason is?

Troy nodded dowly. 'l think | can. Isit thefact that | blew the whistle on my CO when | caught him on
the take?

Itis. A lot of soldierswould have looked the other way. Did you expect some special reward for doing



what you did?

'No, admird, | did not." Troy held histemper under careful control. 'If anything, | expected the direct
oppodgite. | am pretty sure that the Army doesn't like enlisted men taking potshots at officers. But thiswas
gpecid. If he had been pocketing officers club funds or something like that, well, maybe | might have
thought twice. But thiswasin an MP outfit where we were working full time trying to keep drugs out of
the barracks. Our problemswere not just with grass or uppers and downers, but the hard stuff, H, and it
was getting in. When | found out that my own commanding officer, the guy who was supposed to be
stopping the stuff, was getting payolafrom the pushers, well that was just too goddamned much.” Troy
smiled coldly. Thelast | heard hewas till in Leavenworth. | was pulled out of my outfit, | expected that,
but | didn't expect to be bumped two grades and transferred to G2.'

‘That was my doing. | overruled some of your officerswho were thinking of doing just what you said they
would. No one has ever lost money underestimating the reflex thinking of the military. | have been
keeping awatchful eye on your career ever since. Because men like you are rare enough.’ He caught
Troy's expression and amiled. 'No, sergeant, that is not an attempt at flattery but the honest truth. When |
say that | mean that | value most highly men who put their oath of loyalty before personal friendship or
job security. We need you here. | hope that after this operation is completed, that at that time you will
condder apermanent transfer. But that is il in the future. Right now | want you to turn your attention to
this operation. It is code-named George.'

He opened the file and took out a sheaf of papers, then leafed through them.

'Operation George began as aroutine check. This sort of thing takes place on aregular basis, dl of the
time, aroutine surveillance of people with high security clearance. The subject of this particular
investigation isa United States Army colonel named Wedey McCulloch. He has afine military record
and firgt class security clearance. Unmarried but, if you will pardon the expression, not unlaid. He keeps
fit, skisin the winter, surfboards in the summer. Ownsasmall housein Alexandriaand only hasafew
thousand more to go on hismortgage. All of thisisvery dull and ordinary stuff...’

"Except that the colonel has been buying alot of gold.'

‘Correct. It sarted quite recently, just alittle over six months ago. At that time he had some money
invested in gilt-edged stock, plusalittle more in a savings account. He cleared everything out and bought
gold. Sold some bonds that he had inherited aswell. Now we both know that al of thisis completely
legdl. But | till want to know why.!

'May | seethefile, admird?

Troy flipped through it quickly but methodicaly, then held it up. Therés no mention in here of the
colond'sduties.’

‘There wouldn't be. The FBI agents who make up these reports operate on a need-to-know basis.
McCullochisin charge of security at one of our most important and secret laboratory facilities. Hiswork
there cannot be faulted in any way—he's doing an excellent job. That's not what is bothering us. It'sthe
gold. It doesn't, well...’

'Sl right?

'Correct. Cdl it ahunch, cdl it anything. It isjust too much out of the ordinary—the only unusua thing
that McCulloch hasdonein hisentire lifetime. That's your assgnment. Find out why heisbuying the stuff.’

'I'll do that, admird. I'mintrigued by it aswell. | can't think of any possible reason for amaninthe



colond's position to be doing this sort of thing. Lega reason, that is!
"Y ou think that it could beillega?

‘At thispoint | think nothing, Sir. | have an open mind. What we need are some hard facts before we can
decide anything.'

Chapter 3

The rain thundered down in aheavy tropical downpour. Although it was the end of October the air was
muggy and gifling, one of the main reasons that Washington has the disma nickname of Foggy Bottom.
Troy Harmon sat behind the whed of the Pontiac, dumped down in the seat with his hat tilted over his
eyes. It was no accident that the hat, aswell asthe raincoat, closdly resembled those worn by Colonel
McCulloch when he had | eft his house about thirty minutes earlier. The colonel had dso been driving a
vintage Pontiac—the same colour and year as this one. The sound of the rain hammering on the metal
roof amost drowned out the sudden beeping of the radio. Troy lifted it to hisear and thumbed it to life.

'George Baker here,' he said. The earphone rasped in reply.
'‘Georgeisparking in his usual placein thelot now.’
‘Thanks. Out.'

Troy turned theignition key and switched on the engine. It had taken four daysto set everything up,
working dowly and carefully so that there could be no mistakes. He did not believe in rushing into acase
before he was completely prepared. But now, with the preparations completed, he was looking forward
to the next part of the operation. All of the details concerning Colone McCulloch's daily and weekly
routine had been in the FBI reports. Troy had studied them closaly and made the most of the
opportunity. The FBI had supplied him with aguest membership to the athletic club where the colondl
played squash three times aweek. He had made asingle visit there—and it had taken him lessthan a
minute to open McCulloch'slocker and makeimpressions of dl of hiskeys. The duplicateswerein his
pocket now as he drove the old Pontiac dowly down the tree-lined street. It was hot and stuffy with the
car windows closed—but heliked it that way. All of the glass was now completely steamed up. He had
to lean over to wipe a clear patch on the windshield so he could see out.

As heturned the car into the driveway of the colond's house Troy pressed the button on the
radio-operated garage opener, now et to the same frequency as McCulloch's. The door siwung up and
herolled under it. Any casud observer would assume automeaticaly that thiswasthe colonel coming
home. Since McCulloch had no friends or acquaintances in the neighbourhood the chances of hisfinding
out about this unscheduled visit were very dight. Troy waited until the door was completely shut behind
him before he got out of the car. Heleft the raincoat and hat on the seet, clipped the radio to his belt then
reached over for his attaché case. Instead of turning on the garage lights he used the flashlight from his
jacket pocket.

The burglar darm box was next to the door that led from the garage into the house. The QCIC technician
had identified the key for him and told him just what to do. Insert, rotate one full turn clockwise, then
remove. Hereached up and did just that. The blue light on the front of the box went out. When heleft the
house he would have to reverse the procedure. He found the correct door key on his second try,
unlocked it and was about to pull the door open when he stopped. It was too easy. If McCulloch had
anything to hide—wouldn't he take some more precautions than just the burglar darm?

Troy ran the flashlight aong the top of the door, then down the sides. Nothing seemed to be protruding.



But it was very easy to leave asmall piece of paper jammed into the door, that would fal out when the
door was opened. He bent over—and there it was!

A burnt matchstick just under the hinge, its blackened head bardly visible. When he opened the door it
dropped onto the sill. Very good. He leaned close with the light and saw the tiny groove it had made. It
would be going back into that groove when he | &ft.

Then he siwung the door wide and let himself in. It was cool and quiet in the halway. The door &t the far
end opened into the kitchen.

Troy had dl thetimein theworld.

He was going to useit wisdly, taking aslong as he needed, rushing nothing. M cCulloch would not be
homefor eight hours at the very least. He was being watched and there would be plenty of timeto get
out of the house should his routine be changed.

'What | want to do with you, colond,’ Troy said to himself, looking around the room, ‘isto find out just
what makesyou tick.'

Hetook off his sportsjacket and hung it on the back of akitchen chair, then loosened his collar and tie.
The breakfast bar was clean and polished. Troy spread his pocket handkerchief on it, then opened his
attaché case and took out the Thermos of coffee. After pouring himsdlf a cup he placed the Thermos on
the handkerchief. He sipped and |ooked around.

Very Gl. The place was clean asaBOQ. It should be, consdering the fact that McCulloch had beenin
the military most of hislife. From VMI he had goneright into the Army. A clean record, plenty of combat
experience, agood soldier. Then OCS—and on to alifetime career. It showed. Breakfast dishesrinsed
and drying on the draining-board. Even the frying pan washed and put away. Eggs and bacon for
breakfast, shells and wrapper in the otherwise empty garbage can. Milk, butter, more eggs, bread,
unopened sixpack in the refrigerator.

Sowly and carefully, Troy went through the rest of the house. Room by room. There wasadesk inthe
living-room, but all of the drawerswere locked. That would require specid attention later. Some
magazinesin the rack next to the couch. Army and sports magazines, some well-thumbed copies of
Newsweek and the Reader's Digest. A few shelves of books. Old texts and military manuals from OCS.
Some newer ones gill in their dustjackets. Popular novels, engineering texts, some historical studies, 'a
guide to western ski resorts. He wanted arecord of thetitlesto look at later.

One thing about QCIC, they had some interesting gadgets. The smal Japanese camerawas completely
electronic. Instead of film it recorded pictures on an eectronic card—up to ten exposures a second. It
could also be adjusted to any range of visble or invisblelight. He set it now to ultraviolet. The UV
flashgun emitted only awesk blue glow that he could see. It was abrilliant flash to the camera. He
photographed the spines of al the books, then stowed the cameraaway again.

It wasin the main bedroom upstairs, under the rug beside the double bed, that he found the inset pandl.
Thefloor was made of polished oak boards and the wooden panel had been set into them, flush on all
sdes. Therewas asmal indentation on one edge that hisfinger just fitted into. When he pulled, the panedl
opened like adoor on its concealed hinges. Set into concrete beneath it was a combination safe.

‘Now isn't that nice," he said, rubbing his hands together in gppreciation. ‘A redly big one. Too big just
for hismedas and cheque-books. It would be very interesting to find out just what it does contain.'

He used the phone beside the bed to dial Kelly's number. It was picked up on thefirst ring.



'Harmon here. I've found afloor safe, alarge one. | wonder if you can help me!'
"That's very interesting. I'm sure that we can. Did you notice what make it is?'

'Y es. An Atlas Executive. No keyholes. No hingesvishle. A single dia with numbers running up to
ninety-nine’
'Very good. We'll have someone therein under an hour .’

While he was waiting, Troy went back downstairs and |ooked into the desk; a picklock opened it
quickly. There was some correspondence, the usua collection of bills and receipts, cancelled cheques
and cheque-book stubs. He made no attempt to examine the contentsin detail, but photographed it
instead. It was aquick job and he had put everything in order and locked the desk again when the
well-worn truck pulled up less than forty-five minuteslater. The sgn onthesdesaid ANDY THE
PLUMBER—24 HOUR EMERGENCY SERVICE. Andy was dressed in work-clothes and carried a
large and battered toolbox. He locked the truck and strolled, whistling, up the drive. Troy opened the
door, just before he pressed the bell, and let himin.

'I'm Andy, just like thetruck says. | hear you got a problem with somefinancia plumbing.’ He took the
toothpick from his mouth and carefully put it into his pocket. 'Where'sit at?

'Updtairs. I'll show you.'

Andy knew hisjob well. The battered toolbox was pristine insde, with tools and equipment set into
shaped nichesin the velvet-lined trays. He knelt and admired the safe.

‘Nice," he said, rubbing his hands together. 'V ery secure. Fireproof, good for a couple of thousand
degreesfor acouple of hours. Impossibleto crack.'

"Then you can't openit?

'Did | say that? Hetook ametal box with awire antennafrom its niche and switched it on. ‘I mean your
run-of-the-mill safecracker couldn't do athing with it. Hewould just walk away. | can open anything. But
let'sfirst seeif there are any eectronicsor darmswired to it. No, it'sclean. Now let'slistentoit Sng. No
tumblers, so you can't hear them fdl. But there are ways!'

Troy didn't ask what they were. It wasn't his business. Andy was using supersonics, something, to probe
the guts of the safe. A number of small battery powered devices were attached to the knob and the front
plate. Thelargest of the gadgets had solid state circuitry and adigita read-out. It took Andy lessthan
fifteen minutesto work his eectronic magic. Then hewhistled as he detached al of his machines and put
them away.

'Aren't you going to open it? Troy asked. Andy shook his head no.

‘Not my job. I'm atechnician, not alawbregker.' One of his compact instruments looked like aprinting
caculator. Andy tapped out a series of instructions, and it buzzed and gected adip of paper. He handed
it to Troy. The paper had ashort list of letters and numbers printed on it.

'R meansright,’ Andy said. ‘And asyou might have guessed L isleft. Turn the knob a couple of times
counterclockwise to clear it before you start, then just set the numbersin the order the way it reads. The
door isspring loaded, it'll just pop open at the last number. After you closeit again giveit acouple of
more spins, then set it to fifty-six which iswhat it was a when | came in. Someone might remember that
number. Have agood day now.'



Troy watched him drive away, then went back to the bedroom. Andy's e ectronics had done their job
well. When Troy had set the last number he felt the safe door push up againgt his hand. It opened about
an inch, leaving more than enough room for him to get hisfingers under the edge to open it dl the way.
Helooked insgde and saw that the safe contained only one thing.

Neatly stacked ingots of gold, gold sheets and gold wire.

It was very atractive indeed. The more he worked with gold the more he admired it. Thereredly was
nothing eselikeit in the world. Reaching down into the safe he lifted off the top ingot and weighed it in
the palm of hishand. It was solid gold dl right. Nothing else, not even lead, had that massve fed toit, the
dense weight-to-size ratio. He started to put it back in its resting place—then stopped, his eyes narrowed
in thought. Something here wasjust not right.

Troy placed the gold ingot onto the carpet, then bent over the safe, making arough count of the rest of
the ingots. He could not seethem all, but he could make an estimate. A moment's work on the calculator
verified his suspicion. But he had to be sure.

He opened his notebook beside the safe, then lay flat on his stomach. He wasn't much of an artit, but a
rough sketch would be good enough. With careful strokes he drew the pile of ingots, then outlined the
positions of the wire and sheets of gold. When thiswas done to his satisfaction helaid asde the
notebook and carefully, piece by piece, removed the gold from the safe, piling it onto his closed attaché
case. When amost athird of the gold had been stacked on the case he stood and went into the bathroom
to get the spring scale he had noticed there earlier. 1t would be accurate enough for arough count.

Troy stood on the scale. One seventy-five fully dressed; the thing was at least five pounds off. That
wouldn't matter. He made a note of the weight in his notebook then stepped back onto the scale holding
the attaché case with its burden of gold. He did this three times, making careful record of the total weight
each time. When he wasfinished he replaced the gold exactly as he had found it.

The mathematics were smple indeed. Hisweight, along with that of the unburdened attaché case, was
one hundred and e ghty-three pounds. He multiplied that by three, then multiplied hisfully laden weight by
three, and subtracted the smaller number from the larger.

The result was just over thirty-nine pounds.
Thirty-nine pounds of gold.

That was an awful lot of gold. A moment'swork with the calculator verified that. Thelast time he had
looked gold was around four hundred and thirty-six dollars an ounce. But a Troy pound was only point
eight-two-three of an Avoirdupois pound. Hefed this correction in, then divided by twelve since there
were only twelves ouncesto the Troy pound.

Troy stared at the fina figure and nodded hishead. Y esindeed, yesindeed! Thiswas something that the
admira would have to hear about at once.

It was aquick phone cal. Kely put him right through to the admird when he said that he had urgent
news.

'‘Admiral Colonne speaking. Isthat you Sergeant Harmon?'

'Yes, gr. I'vefound the safe where the colonel keegps hisgold. Before | closed the safe | weighed the
gold, roughly, but accurate enough so that there is probably no more than afive per cent error either
way. It appearsthat the colond isasharper operator than the FBI realized. He has more gold here than



the hundred thousand that they reported.’
'More? How much more?"

'l would say that the colonel now has over two hundred and fifty thousand dollars worth of gold in that
safe, admird. A quarter of amillion dollars.

Chapter 4

'| prefer averba report,’ the admiral said. "Y ou can write up your conclusions later on. But for the
moment | just want to hear what you have found out.'

Troy nodded and spread his notes out on the conference table before him. The room wasthe same asit
had been on hislast visit; the curtains drawn, a hushed quiet, just the two of them present. He tapped the
figureon thefirs sheet.

"Y ou know, of course, that the colonel has at least two and a haf times as much gold as we thought he
had? The admiral nodded grimly as he spoke.

"That isindeed relevant—buit it just raises more questions. How did he get that much without the FBI
noticing it? And it also adds additiond force to our origina question. What does he want it for? Have you
come up with any answersto that one yet?

'No, sir. But | do have some leads.’ Troy pulled over the next sheet of paper. 'Colonel McCulloch has
shown some remarkable changes in his behaviour patterns during the last year. He has been buying
books, going to libraries and museums, things that he never did before. I've had dl of his school records
checked, right back through high schoal in fact, while the FBI hasinterviewed anumber of hismilitary
ingtructors. Under the guise of aroutine security check. Hisnew interests just don't fit hisnormal
behaviour pattern.’

'What do you mean?

'For dl of hislife, asfar as| could discover, McCulloch has never had any intellectud interests
whatsoever. That doesn't mean that heis a stupid man. His classwork in school was good enough when
he wanted it to be. But he had to study hard in order to get his grades above average. After leaving
school he apparently put away al of hisbooksand asfar as| can determine appears to have never
voluntarily opened one ever again. Thisis confirmed by men who have served with him. And he has
never even been known to go to the movies. If hewatchestelevisonit isonly when in company with
others, and usualy only abal game. He does not own atelevision set of hisown.’

'What does he do with his spare time? the admira asked, digging at the dottle in his pipe with a penknife.
'Don't tell me he just sits and |ooks at the wall paper when he goes home?

'No, sr. Heworks out in the gym very often, plays squash, golf on week-ends aswell. Physical things.
Heissociable, drinkswith friends at |east once aweek, but ways in moderation. And he dates very
often. Dinner and drinks, dancing afterwards, then into the sack. He leads abusy life, kegpsfit. But he
doesn't read. That'swhat | find so disconcerting about his new interests. And they seem to overlap, this
period of gold buying and book buying.'

‘Do you think that there isa connection?

Troy pushed the papers into neat rows, silent for amoment before he answered. 'On the surface | guess
that | don't have any evidence at al to say that there is any connection. But | have to think of Occam's



razor.'
'Wasn't that something about entities not being multiplied forever?

'Yes, gr. If there are anumber of possible answers, why then it isusualy best to settle for the smplest.
There have been two abrupt changesin McCulloch'slife, and they both began at roughly the sametime.
Which leads me to believe that they must be linked together by something more than coincidence. That's
what | must find out next. | think the time has come for me to meet the colonel. I've donewhat | can from
the records. Now | want to get to know him, to find out what makes him tick.'

'Perhaps. Do the books he has been buying give you any leads at dl?

'None that make sense.’ Troy read from another sheet of paper. 'Here's what was on the shelf above his
desk, inthe order that | found them. The Encyclopedia of Military History, A Bridge Too Far, The
Gatling Gun, Stress Analysisin Alloys, The Horse Soldiers, Gone with the Wind, Ordeal by Fire,
The Ninja, The Alteration...'

"That's enough. I'm beginning to see what you mean. A mixture of fiction and non-fiction, varied, dl
jumbled together asif they were on ashelf of bargain books.'

'Not completely jumbled. If thereis one thread of interest that anumber of them represent, it ismilitary
hisory.'

'Agreed. But the colond isamilitary man. That ishislife and his career. We can't make too much of that.
All that wereally have now are clues and hints—and aquarter of amillion dollarsin gold. All right. I'll
back your plan to get closer to McCulloch. What do you suggest?

'Y ou told methat heis head of security at agovernment lab. Does he have any Army troops under his
command there? | couldn't find anything about that in the FBI report.’

The admird blew through his pipe and, satisfied with his cleaning, began to repack it with tobacco. The
FBI never went near Weeks Electronics. Not their job. But as| recall he has some armament technicians
there, aswdl asafew speciaistsin eectronic security. Perhaps some others. Why do you ask?

'l would like to look at the men's records. Find some reason to run a security check on one of them.'

"They'redl clean or they wouldn't be there. That place istop security. They do research of some kind,
death raysfor al | know. Anyone stationed there would have to be as clean as a hound'stooth.'

'I'm sure of that, admiral. And | don't really care what kind of research they are doing there, it's of no
importance. Nor do | redly want to investigate the security of the men. | just want to get closeto
McCulloch, to work with him, to susshim out. And thereisn't ajoe in the army that you can't investigate
for some reason or other. Maybe he loses afew bucks gambling, goes to awhorehouse that the Mafia
has a part of—or has agirl friend who has an ex-boy friend with a police record. | just need some kind
of hook to hang a security investigation on. | can makeit look redl, | did work of thiskind for years.'

I'll go dong with that,' the admira said, pressing a button under the edge of the table. There was aknock
at the door and Kelly camein. The admird waved him over.

'Get on to the Pentagon and have them dig out copies of some enlisted personnd files. The sergeant here
will tell you what we need. If they ask why we want them just say security investigation for QCIC and
they won't ask twice. Sergeant Harmon, | want you to report back to me as soon as you have found
what you arelooking for.'



It waswork that Troy knew well, that he had done often enough before. In the third folder he found just
what he was |ooking for. It was only three in the afternoon and the admira should gill bein the building.
Y es, the secretary caled back, in five minutesin the conference room. The admiral must have an office,
Troy thought—he certainly had a secretary—but Troy had no ideawhereit was or why they aways met
inthebig room. A puzzle, but not abig puzzle. He looked at hiswatch, then picked up the fileand
headed for the sairs.

‘Thisistheone, dr,’ Troy said, diding thefile across the shining surface of thetable. '‘Corpora Aurdio
Mendez. Everyone cdls him by his nickname, Chucho. Hesawhiz kid with eectronics, but very
unmilitary. He comes from Baltimore and goes back there every week-end when heis off duty. Drinks
and playsalot of pool with the gang he grew up with. Nothing wrong with that—except heis one of the
very few who got out of the Puerto Rican ghetto there. Which means he knows agood collection of
pimps and numbers runners, petty criminasof al types!

The admira scowled at thefolder. 'Do you mean that you have uncovered ared security risk? The
Weekslab has atop secret security listing.'

"Thereisno security problem at al. An undercover agent, dso Puerto Rican, spent aimost amonth on
this clearance. Hisfriends respect Chucho and they have learned to let him done. Hesisaso avery
tough cookie, even though heis aways on the carpet for an overweight problem. One of hisdrinking
partnerstried to rib him about hismilitary career. Chucho got him over the head with abilliard cue.
Knocked him clean out and they had to put seven stitchesin hisscalp. No official report was made of the
incident and the two men are dtill buddies. But al of hisfriends know that Chucho has plenty of macho
and they have learned to leave him done. But thiskind of thing is more than enough grounds for meto
run aclearance check.'

‘Then let us arrange it. The sooner the better. The deeper we get into this problem the more questions we
get—and we il don't have answersfor any of them. Then thereis something €l se that we haveto
consider. When you get to the laboratory you will have to associate with afull colone. In which case you
are going to haveto have alittle rank. We better give you atemporary promotion to lieutenant. Wait,
belay that order, no one respects lieutenants, it's alower rank than sergeant. Y ou'll have to be acaptain.

| hope you won't mind being an officer for atime?

'No, gr. I'veused alot of different ranksin G2 work. And I'll settlefor lieutenant, if it'sal right. Too
much power might go to my head. But I'll need aletter of authorization to get anew uniform. And the
same goes for the new dog tags.'

'Of course. I'll seeto that right now. I'll have the entire matter arranged by late this afternoon.’

At ten o'clock the following morning Troy Harmon drove the military jeep off the Beltway at Exit 42, then
turned into the broad driveway that led to Weeks Electronics L aboratory Number Two.

Chapter 5
'Morning, lieutenant, can | be of some help to you?

The uniformed guard was wdll into middle-age, pot-bellied—and unarmed. The casud visitor might
therefore assume that security was lax here, that there might not even be any secretsworth protecting.
However there was a second guard in the security station behind the first one, heavily armed, looking out
through thick glassthat was dmost certainly bulletproof. The laboratory waswell guarded and securely
protected. Troy took out hisID and handed it over.



'I'm here to see Colond McCulloch.'

'Sure enough. I's he expecting you? the guard passed the ID into the building behind him through a steel
Security dit.

'No, but | have ordersto report to him.'
'Y ou've got awinner then. If | could see the orders, please!

The guard dso dipped the orders through the dot then, still smiling, stepped to one side. Therewasa TV
pick-up in the guardhouse behind him that now had an unobstructed view of Troy. Not only washe on
Candid Camera, but his picture was surely being recorded at the sametime. All of the procedures here
werefirg class; the security wasredly very tight. McCulloch was a professiond. Troy knew that he was
going to haveto stay on histoesat dl times. A phone began to ring; the outside guard turned to open a
meta door in thewall behind him. He picked up the receiver, listened, then held it out to Troy.

'For you, Lieutenant Harmon.'
Troy turned off the engine and climbed out of the jeep, then took the handpiece from the guard.
‘Lieutenant Harmon.'

‘Thisis Colonel McCulloch, lieutenant. What's this all about? His accent was degp South—born in
Mississppi, Troy recalled.

‘Security, gr.'
'l know that.' McCulloch's voice was very cold. 'l asked you what was the nature of this visit.'
'Security, gr. I'll giveyou full detaillswhen | seeyou.

The linewent dead. Troy's expression did not change, but he smiled to himself as he hung up the phone.
First point scored. The colonel was pissed off. Good. Maybe he might even lose histemper. Therewas
the distant sound of the phone ringing inside the security booth. The guard picked it up, spoke briefly,
then disconnected. He pressed a button on the phone and his amplified voice came from a speaker under
the roof.

"You can go in now, Lieutenant Harmon. The guard will show you whereto park.' Troy did not
move,

‘Thank you. Y ou have my ID and ordersthere.’
‘They'll be returned when you leave.'
'Sure. Except I'm not going insde until 1 get them back.'

The guard gave Troy along, cold look, then passed the documents back through the security dot. Troy
dipped them inside his jacket and climbed back into the jeep; the outside guard joined him. The heavy
meta gate svung dowly open and they drove through.

"Just follow thisroad around to the right of the big building, then turn left at thefirst junction,’ the guard
sad.

'l got you. Y our colonel sounded peed off at me.'



'No reason for you to think that,' the man said placidly. Thereésyour turn.’
'Maybe not. But he sure sounded like ahard man to get along with.'

The guard gave him aquick look, then turned his eyes back on the road. "'The world'sahard place,
sonny, and jobs aren't that easy to get during a recession. Not when you're my age.’

'l read you, pops. The colond isredly asweety.'

'You sadit, | didn't, the man answered in anon-commita voice. 'Pull into that dot there, number eight,
and I'll takeyou in.'

The guardhouse was clean and uncluttered and very Gl. When they passed an open door the two clerks
working inside did not even look up. The guard knocked at the unmarked door at the end of the
corridor, then openediit.

‘Thanks," Troy said, braced his shoulders and walked in. The colond sat at his desk, writing. Troy stood
at attention until he looked up, then he saluted. The return salute was dow in coming, abare lift of the
hand.

'I'll see your orders, lieutenant.’
'Yes, ar.'

McCulloch skimmed through the papers quickly, then threw them onto the desk. Hisface was
expressionless but there was the cold bite of anger in hisvoice.

"There's nothing in here about the reason for this call, just an authorization. What do you want?
'May | stand at ease, Sir?

'Yes. What are you herefor?

'We had arequest for a security check on one of your men, a Corporal Aurelio Mendez.
'Mendez isclean. All my men are clean. Who initiated this request?

"The Batimore Police Department. May | sit down, colonel?

'What the goddamned hell do you mean, lieutenant? Waking in herelikethis, your atitude...'

‘Listen, colond, I'm not in your outfit and I'm not assigned to you. I'm here to get your co-operation in
thisinvestigation, nothing ese. If you don't want to giveit I'll just get back to the Pentagon and tell
Generd Brownlee what occurred. Y ou did recognize his Sgnature on those orders?

Just to drive it home, Troy turned his back on the colonel and pulled the wooden chair away from the
wadl and sat down on it. He could see the colour risein McCulloch's face and he waited for the blast.
The colond had avery short fuse.

The exploson never came. McCulloch's clenched fists relaxed and he spun aout in his chair to look out
of thewindow. When he turned back he wasin complete control again.

‘All right, lieutenant, let's get on with it. What do you want to do?

'l would liketo talk to Corporal Mendez, just informdly. If thereisaroom | canuse...'



'No. Permission refused. If you are going to question him I must be present. | am in complete charge of
security at thislaboratory, and that includes the security of my own men.’

"Thisis contrary to regulations.’

'Not to my regulations. You will do as| haveingtructed or | will arrange for Mendez's transfer out of this
outfit right now."

Troy shrugged. 'Whatever you say, colonel. Y ou've got the rank. But | will have to report this
infringement of my orders'

"You just do that, you n... lieutenant, just do that.'

McCulloch's temper was barely under restraint again. What was that he had amost said—then changed
his mind? Before Troy could goad him even further the colond had grabbed up the phone and was
punching in anumber. When there was no answer he stalked out of the room without another word. Troy
went and looked out of the window, not bothering to touch anything in the room. Thiswas one place that
was sure to be clean.

Almogt aquarter of an hour passed before M cCulloch returned. He threw open the door and stood
asdein order to let arotund corpora wearing greasy fatigues enter the room. Then he camein himsalf
and closed the door.

‘Corpord Mendez, thisis Lieutenant Harmon from the Military Police. He wantsto ask you some
questions.’

'What's up, lieutenant? Chucho asked, chomping dowly on awad of gum, hisdark Indian festures
smooth and unreadable.

'Sit down, Chucho..."

'My friends call methat. My nameis Mendez, Corpora Mendez.' He remained standing, staring at Troy
with cold contempt.

The colond hastaked to him aready, Troy thought, walking over to hisown chair and Stting down
again. What could he have told him? Could there be a possible connection between the two men,
something that didn't rel ate to the security work? He could only try to find out.

'What's the problem, Chucho? he said. 'l haven't even talked to you yet and you got your back up. Is
something bothering you?

‘Nothing bothering me except | don't like cops. Army kind or any kind.'

'I'm sorry to hear that. Because the police are involved in this. That's the reason I'm here. It appearsthat
thereisaBaltimore Policeinvestigation. Theway | understand it there has been areport that one of your
friends...'

'What my friends do got nothing to do with me. I don't know nothing. Look, I'm busy, if that'sall you
want—'

'No, corpord, that's not dl that | want. This matter must involve you or | wouldn't be here, would 17
Troy waslooking straight at Chucho, but had aclear view of McCulloch at the sametime. The colone
was playing it cool now, hisexpresson asimpassve as Chucho's. Y ou have afriend—an acquaintance,
then, if you don' like the word friend—someone that you have been seen playing pool with...'



'What kind of shitisthis?| played pool with half the spicsin Batimore.'

"Just hear me out. This matter is serious. An acquaintance of yours by the name of Paco Collado has
jumped bail. When, your name came up in theinvestigation it was bumped to my department...'

'Colonel, do | got to listen to this crap? Chucho said, turning his back on Troy. 'Wasn't thisall settled
onceand for al when | first came here to clean up the bugsin the security network? Do we gottado it al

agan?

'No we don't, McCulloch said firmly. "Y ou can get back to work, corpora.' He walked over to the
window and stood, looking out, until he heard the door close, then spun about to face Troy. 'The
corpora isright, this matter has been gone over before and isnow closed. If your peoplefed it hasto be
opened again, then have him transferred. But | will not permit thisinterference in the operation of my unit.
Isthat clear, lieutenant?

'Very clear, ar. I'll report back to the generd everything that you have said.’
‘Do that, Lieutenant Harmon, just do that. Now get out.’

Troy left. He was no wiser about the gold—but at least he had met the colonel and knew at least one
thing about him. They were not destined to be bosom companionsfor life; he smiled at the thought as he
got into the jeep and gunned it out of the lot. He had no love for the colonel, who appeared to be a
thoroughgoing military son-of-a-bitch. And for some reason McCulloch had taken an ingtant didiketo
him aswell. That had been obvious from the moment he had walked into the room. Then, when he had
lost histemper, the colond had been about to say something—but had stopped himsalf. What had it
been?

Chapter 6

Nigger! Colonel McCulloch said as the door closed behind Lieutenant Harmon's back. He breathed the
word so quietly that it could not have been heard afoot away, but there was ill aterrible viciousnessto
its sound.

| amost cdled him that, he thought, almost said it out loud. But | didn't—and that's what counts. He
irritated me, that'swhat he did, got under my skin. The bastard couldn't have bugged me moreif he had
been doing it on purpose...

He stopped, frozen at the thought, then turned to the window. Watching the lieutenant emerge from the
building and climb into hisjeep. Was there any chance—any dight chance—that it could have been done
on purpose? Were they finaly on to him? Twice in the last two weeks he had suspected that he was
being followed, but neither time had he been able to make sure. Each time that he had driven away from
his normal route the car that he had spotted behind his had turned off. But that meant nothing. Two or
three carsin radio contact could easily legpfrog one another and trail him without his knowledge, And his
house—when was it—four days ago, when he had had the feding that someone had been there, that
papers had been moved. No real evidence; just the sensation that things had been taken out and put
back. All three of the matchsticks had been in place, in the front and back doors, and the one into the
garage. Y et he had 4till felt that someone had been there.

Or was he getting just alittle bit paranoid with the deadline so close? No, he had better be paranoid, that
wasthe only way to stay ahead in any matter involving security. Believe that the worst was going to
happen—then take every precaution to seethat it didntt.

So—what if someone had been in his house? What if he had been followed and they now knew he had



been buying gold? What would their next step be? The answer to that one was very obvious, he had
been involved in this sort of operation often enough himsdlf. The norma procedure would beto initiate an
in-depth investigation of the suspect. And to have an operative meet him under some excuse or another.
There was a chillness on the back of hisneck at the thought; he rubbed it unconscioudy. Could thisjig
lieutenant have been the one? Could the investigation of Chucho just have been afront for the redl
reason—which was getting into this office, getting to talk to him? Well, why not? Maybe the black boy
was smarter than he had looked.

But it doesn't matter, he said to himself, it doesn't matter at adl. He wasjust going to have to forget that it
had ever happened. Even if his suspicions were true there was nothing at al he could do about it. He had
to act normal, he must follow routine. There were only afew daysto go now. He must not do athing to
draw any further attention to himself. He had to make a positive effort not to vary hislifestylein any way.
It was dmost time and he was not going to let any hitches occur at thislate date. If al that they had were
suspicions, why fine, let them have them. Aslong asthey could be kept at bay until it wastoo late for
them to do athing.

McCulloch turned sharply away from the window and sat down at his desk. He had adinner date this
evening and he was going to keep it, whether hefdlt like it or not. But he was going to make one
improvement; he smiled at the thought while he didled the number.

'Marianne, isthat you? Right, Wes here. All set for dinner this evening? How's the appetite? It iS? Best
news ever. Listen, instead of knockwurst at the Old Europe one more time, what do you say to a decent
steak at The Jockey Club? Y ou say yes? | thought you would. And | liked that squeak of joy. Of course
it'sexpensve—but have | ever denied you athing?1'll call now for reservations. Seven on the dot. If |
don't cal you back it'sdl set. See you there. In the bar.’

He made the reservations, then spent the rest of the afternoon doing mind-numbing paperwork, keeping
doggedly at it until exactly six o'clock. Discipline, that'swhat made dl of the difference. Plusthe fact that
daying a work filled hismind and prevented him from worrying.

As he went through the offices checking that the lights were al turned off, he saw that most of the staff
had gone home. One of the typewriters had been left uncovered, and he called out to the girlswho were
just going out the door.

'Whose mechineisthis?

Thethree of them turned around, looking at him slently, until Daisy finaly spoke up.

‘That's mine, that one there.’

That moronic little bitch. 'Haven't | spoken to you before about leaving the machines uncovered at night?
Yeah. So | forgot.'

'Did you? In that case there will be five dollars docked from your next pay envelope for causing
excessve wear and tear on government property, by permitting it to be exposed to overnight dust. Do
you think that will help you remember?

'Y ou can't do that!" she squealed.
I'vejust doneit.’

That might make someimpression on her dim little brain. She would complain to the union abouit it, but
that wouldn't be his problem. He watched them leave, then turned off the lights and locked up. He



hummed to himself as he drove back to the Didtrict.

Hewas just sipping on a second drink when Marianne camein. He signalled to the bartender.
'Another one of these for the lady.’

‘Bombay martini on the rockswith atwist. On theway, sir.’

Marianne swept up, smiling, wearing something long and silky, cut fascinatingly low in the front. She put
her cheek againgt his, she knew how he hated the taste and fed of lipstick, then made akissing sound in
theair.

"You look amillion in that dress," he said. 'Something new?

'No. But thisismy super-specia, only once-a-year dress. Y our cal realy knocked me over. The Jockey
Club, wow! | checked out early and went home, to change. A specid occasion, specid dress. They
clinked glasses and she took a deep swig from hers and laughed. ‘Honestly, Wes, | don't think I'll ever
figureyou out.'

‘Thendont try.'

'We go out, have fun, no complaints. But then al of a sudden out of |eft field you come up with this." She
waved her hand inacircle. '"And this must be the most expensive place in town.’

'One of them. Don't worry. It goes on the credit card.' He burst out laughing at that, for no reason that
she could tdll, but she smiled and laughed aong with him. Thiswas going to be an evening to remember.

It was, in every way. When she couldn't make up her mind between the stesk and the lobster he ordered
her a surf-and-turf, then a bottle of French champagne which, as he explained, was the only wine that
could possibly go with both dishes. She had aquick ook at the price of the wine and couldn't believeit.
Maybe she had been wrong about Wes, that he redlly did like her more than just as afun date. Stranger
things had happened in Washington before. When the crépes suzette were served she was so full that she
could only peck at hers, but watching them being made was exciting, with dl the brandy burning and

everything.

'Happy? he asked as he lit one of the black cheroots he had been smoking of late. She laughed and
reached out and squeezed his hand.

"That'stoo tiny aword for it. | don't think | ever enjoyed ameal more. Not since l've beenin
Washington.'

'Didn't you eat thiswdll back in &t Louis?

‘Areyou kidding? In &t Louisif it's not asteak as big as amanhole cover, why thenit'snot amedl. | was
amost avegetarian by thetime | got here six months ago. No, honestly, this hasjust been too much.’

'Good, you deserve it. What about dancing afterwards, work off some of the calories?
'What about working them off at your place instead?

She held hishand ever harder when she said this, then dowly licked her full red lipswith thetip of her
tongue. He responded to the excitement of the invitation. She was a sensual woman and therewas an
open promisein her words that he knew she would fulfil.

'Wicked girl," he said and she smiled in return and nodded enthusiagtically. ‘But have an armagnac first



whilel finish my cigar. Anticipation is many times the better part of pleasure.’

She leaned her head againgt his shoulder when they drove away. He found some light music on theradio
and she sang dong with it. At his place he drove into the garage as they dways did. He turned off the
burglar aarm and unlocked the house door before he came around and opened the car door for her. She
never noticed the sideways glance he gave to seeif the matchstick was dtill in place.

'Drink?

'Y es, please. Some more of that heavenly cognac, whatever you caled it.'

'‘Armagnac. Which isbrandy from Armagnac, just as cognac is brandy from Cognac. Only thisis better.’
'l never argue with the experts.’

Marianne knew that shewas alittle bit tipsy—and sheliked it that way. It made it easier to keep the
mood going. Which mood was redlly an incredibly wonderful one. How long had she known Wes?
Almost four months now. An occasiond date, dinner, theatre sometimes, dancing, then to his place and
to bed. Not that she redly minded this very much. Except that she dways had the feding that thiswas all
part of the package deal. No sex, ho date. He had never said thisin so many words, or even hinted at it.
It wasjust afedling that she had. A fedling she might have been very wrong about. Oh, how she hoped
0.

And it was good tonight, better than ever. So natura and wonderful. They were on the couch and he had
said something funny and she had laughed, then he had kissed her. And it was different, like the first time.
Then, when he had let his hand dide gently onto her breasts she had actudly gasped with pleasure. Even
more o when he had cupped them to his mouth, hislips on her nipples.

It had happened then, on the couch, her clothes crumpled in dl directions, likeit wasthefirst time
happening al over again. Only later did he carry her, her warm naked body held closeto his, up to the
bedroom. Again, and gill again. Sensations possessed her that she had never experienced before.

Then she screamed, he had hurt her, bit into her flesh, but he kissed and hushed her and she soon forgot
it. Hewasjust strong, too strong, but it wasredlly al right.

For thefirst time ever she had actually dozed off after their passionate lovemaking. Everything was so
different. She blinked her eyes awake as shefelt him get out of bed and go into the bathroom. Marianne
heard the sound of the shower running, likeit ways did after they had been in bed, but thistimeit lulled
her to deep again. She awoke suddenly with the bedside light in her eyes. He was standing over her,
wearing hisrobe now, hishair ill wet from the shower.

‘More armagnac?
'God, no. | have the strong feeling that it would Smply destroy me.'
'Whatever you say. Gin and tonic like dways?

She nodded, watching him leave, her thoughts, emotions, whedling around and around. Thelittle routines
were gill the same. The shower to wash away the lovemaking, the drink, then the drive home. But tonight
had been so different. She reached down for the robe he alwaysleft on the foot of the bed, but it wasn't
there.

Had he forgotten—or were things really going to be different? She refused to let herself hope. It wasthe
oldjoke, dl the snglegirls streaming into Washington from al over the country. Work in the office, meet



the boss, get acquainted with a handsome officer, romance, marriage, then back to Peoria or Macon—or
even S Louisl—the envy of every girl who had stayed at home. But ajoke, adream that rarely worked
out that way. Y et she still hummed as she kicked back the covers and went to the closet. Y ou never
knew, you just never knew. The air was cool; she liked the long woolly bathrobe of histhat went right
down to the ground. She pulled at it and it fell from the hanger and dipped to the floor. When she bent to
pick it up she saw that it had fallen over apair of saddliebags, the kind motorcyclists used. One of the
bags was open and some papers were sticking out, blueprints, the identification clear on the corner.

She straightened and put the robe on and was back in bed when he returned to the room.
"Thanks,' she said when he handed over her drink. 'Y um, good.'

He put his glass down on the bedside table and went to turn off the bathroom light. "'Those bagsin the
clost,' shesaid. 'l didn't know you were riding amotorcycle now.’

His back was turned to her so she could not see his sudden hesitation, the quick widening, then the
narrowing of hiseyes. He threw the switch and turned back to face her.

"What about the bags? he asked, working very hard to keep the cold anger from hisvoice.

Chapter 7

‘Nothing," Marianne said, squinting down into her drink as she tried to squeeze some more juice out of
the wedge of limewith her swizzle stick, not seeing the sudden fierce intengity of hisgaze. 'Only there are
some Department of Defense blueprints hanging out of the bags, weapons, marked classified. | didn't
know that you took your work home with you.'

'l told you | wasin security. We never deep.’
'l can believethat. | know what you do in bed!’

She laughed at her own boldness and he smiled, walked over and bent and kissed her. The bags, the
blueprints, were forgotten on the instant.

"Finish up that drink," hetold her. 'It'stime you were getting home. Or you'll be degp-walking at work
tomorrow.'

'Mmm, you're right. But don't call the cab until | get dressed.’

'l don't know about the cab. Too many muggers and rapists around these days. I'm beginning to fed that
even the cabs aren't safe any more. I'll take you home. See you safely to your door.'

Hewas turning away as he spoke and he never saw the sudden light of hopein her face. She gulped the
drink, then ran downgtairsto get her clothes. Thiswasthe first time he had even suggested taking her
home! It had aways been a cab, every other time. Control yourself girl! Nothing had been said so far,
just hints. But what hints! She sang sweetly as she dressed.

Washington retires early and they made good time driving in from Alexandria, across the Potomac and
right by the White House. It was lovely and sparkling in the searchlights. A perfect end to aperfect
evening, Marianne thought. Thiscity really could be beautiful. There was no traffic at dl on Connecticut
Avenue and her gpartment was just ahead.

'Going to ask me up for a cup of coffee? he said as they passed the Zoo.



'I'd love to Wes, but onelook at you and afterwards the night doorman opens his big mouth, the word
getsaround and life would be unbearable with the blue-rinse set who fill the building.’

"What about the back way, through the parking lot?
'Of course! | forgot about it, never useit a al.'

The apartment house had been built into the side of ahill, which meant that when they entered at ground
level by the lower |ot entrance they werein the lowest part of the building, the sub-basement. Thelittle
lobby was quiet and the elevator was empty. So wasthe hall on the twelfth floor. "Y ou've got enough
keysthere,' he said as she inserted the third one that opened the Fox lock.

"The insurance company made us put them in. There used to be aburglary aweek in this building. We
even had amugging on the third floor—someone got in through the basement. That's why the double lock
on the outside door that we camein through. Washington redlly is something.

'And getting worse.’

'Y ou can say that again.’

The bar of the Fox lock rasped up inits steel eyelet when she pushed the heavy door open.

'Get comfy,' Marianne said. 'While | put the water on. Instant okay?

'Sure,' Wes called after her as she went into the tiny kitchenette. 'Won't we wake up your roommate?

"Tricia? No way. Her door's open which means she's not home yet. She'sgot ared heavy thing going
with her boyfriend. She never gets back until after one at night when he'sin town. After that she
degpwaksin the morning. She'sgoing to get fired if she keepsit up.’

'Only twelve-thirty now. We have timeto enjoy the coffee.’

Hewalked around the living-room as he talked, looking at the furnishings. He stopped in front of the
fireplace.

'Doesthisthing work?

'What? She leaned out of the kitchen, looked, then laughed. The kettle hissed asit boiled over and she
turned back. 'Ornamentd. | wish that it did work, like the one we have a home. | love an open fire. And
it helps during the energy crisis. But not on the twelfth floor. Sugar?

"Just one. And cream, not milk, if you haveit.'

He bent over and looked at the andirons; decorative imitations for afake fireplace. Stamped brass that
had never been used. But the poker had a solid steel shank. He picked it up and weighed it in hishand.

Heavy.

'Here'syour coffee,’ Marianne said, coming into the room. 'If you're going to stir the phoney fire with that
thing you'l bresk dl thelittlelight bulbs and stuff.’

'Yes, | would, wouldn't 1?7 he said, turning to face her, the poker still in his hand. 'Where's your coffee?
'In the kitchen. Too hot yet... Wes, what are you doing?

Her eyes and her mouth opened wide, but she never uttered a sound as the stedl bar of the poker caught



her acrossthe throat. Crushing her larynx. She dropped, heavily, like abag of sand, the coffee cup falling
from her hand. The blow was a ddliberately destructive one and the chances were that she was dead
before she hit the carpet. But he did not believe in taking chances. He struck again and again at the top of
her skull until he was absolutely sure.

Weswas not surprised to find himself breathing heavily when he was done. Killing like thiswas not quite
the same asfiring an M 16 at agook. Thiswas more persond. But just asimportant. He stood there for a
long minute, until the rapid begting of his heart had dowed down, forcing himsdf to remember what he
had touched in the room. Nothing, yes, he was sure of that. Other than the poker. He took out his
handkerchief and wiped the poker carefully, asfar down asthe mess of blood, hair and bits of scalp. He
dropped it onto her body.

Then hetook the thin leather gloves out of his pocket and put them on. It was just twenty to one.
Unbdievably, only afew minutes had passed. Seemed like an hour. He went to examine the windows,
carefully, one by one.

The curtainswere dl closed and he was careful to open them just adit when helooked through. He
found the fire-escape outside the bathroom window.

‘Just perfect, Wes," he said to himself, then turned off the bathroom lights. The window was over the
bathtub so he put the bathmat inside the tub before he stepped into it. Be careful, think of everything. No
fingerprints or footprints that might identify him. Thiswas going to be aburglary by person or persons
unknown.

But the window had not been opened for years and it refused to budge even afraction of an inch after he
had unlocked it. He hammered at it with the hedl of his hand until, findly, it squeaked upwards. It stuck
again, only haf open, but that was good enough. A dim burglar should be able to wriggle through an
opening that size. He groped for the towe sin the darkness and found the largest one. It was big enough
to drape down over the inside of the window, with gtill enough l€ft to bunch up over hisfist when he
poked hisarm outside. The glass broke with thefirst hard punch, afew shards tinkling down into the tub,
asound that had to be too small to be heard by anyone outside the room. He stepped carefully back out
of the tub, kicking the bathmat to one side, before he lowered the towe and shook itsload of broken
glassinto the bottom of the tub.

It was al very logicdl; he put the mat back on the floor and dropped the bath towel into the tub. An
intruder had broken the window and climbed through. The towd wastherein the tub, doppy girls, that
would explain the shards of glassin it. Now hewasin the gpartment. What would the intruder do next?

He would go into the living-room. Search for valuables. Very quietly because the wallswere like paper in
some of these buildings. Ease the drawers from the desk, dump them silently onto the rug. Then the
books. He stepped over the corpse, scarcely noticing it, as he systematically vandalized the gpartment.
Therewas some jewd lery in adresser drawer, not worth alot, and he stuffed it into his jacket pocket.
Burglars need money. In the drawer, further back behind the jewel box, he found her diary.

It was fun to read. But how could anyone write such stupid stuff? Thisguy and thisgirl and | saw
someone else and | got apermanent today. He flipped quickly through the pages until he noticed his
name. He scowled as he read her secret thoughts. She had her goddamned nerve. Penny-pinching, him!
She had redly got what she deserved. He dipped the thin book into his pocket. Her purse was on the
bed; he stripped the money from it then threw it onto the kitchen floor. It was only then that he noticed
the cup of coffee cooling on the counter.

Chrigt, hewas being supid! She was out there in the other room, lying on top of one cup. So why coffee



for two? Had she been getting chummy with the burglar or something? The police would not ignoreaclue
likethis. He cursed himsdlf for forgetting such an obvious thing as he carefully poured the coffee down
the drain, then rinsed out the cup, saucer and spoon. Drying them and putting them away.

It was dmost one before he was finished. It took an effort, but he forced himsdlf to ignore the time. She
had said Triciawould not be back until one at the earliest. He had to be thorough, had to check carefully,
then check everything again. He went through the gpartment dowly, room by room, until he was
absolutely sure that there were no clues present to mark his presence. This had been asmple bregk-in, a
robbery, then murder on the spur of the moment when the girl suddenly appeared. With no evidenceto
the contrary. It was perfect.

The fuse box was in the kitchen, behind the door. He twisted the main fuse until al of the lights went out.
The apartment was pitch black and he had to use hislighter to find hisway back to the living-room. He
pulled the armchair over, out of line of sight of the door, then sat down init in the darknessto wait.

Time stretched out, dower and dower, as he thought of dl the things that might still go wrong. Normaly
he was not a man with much imagination, but now he began to shift and turn in the chair. Wastherea
chance that someone might have seen hiscar in the lot downgtairs, and noticed that it didn't belong there?
They could have written down the number or—even worse—called the police. Or Triciamight not come
home, maybe she was going to shack up for the night with her boyfriend. He could still be there at dawn.
Or...

The key turned in the lock.

On theinstant hewas up, careful, no rush, walking quietly to stand againgt the wall. Three keys, plenty of
time. Two. Then the scratch of the bar, three. Light streamed in from the hall and he had aquick glimpse
of her silhouette as she stepped through.

'Marianne," she whispered. 'Are you home honey? Adeep?
A New Y ork accent. Another Y ankee bitch.

She closed the door and groped her way down thewall in the darknessfor the light switch. She clicked it
back and forth.

'Shit. Burned out,’ she muttered. He did dong the wal towards the sound.

He had been in the darkness longer; his eyes were more adjusted to it. He could see her outlined against
the streetlight that filtered through the curtains. He reached out for her.

She had timefor only asingle, choked-off gasp before hisfingerslocked tight. After that she had no
chance. She was young and strong, but not strong enough. He had come up behind her so that there was
no possibility that she might scratch or kick him. He pulled her body close to hisand bent backwards,
lifting her free of thefloor.

She writhed and kicked, dower and dower. Hisarmsweretired but he till held her, hisfingers dug deep
into her flesh long after he was sure that she was dead. But he did not take chances, he never took
chances. Even when he released her neck he still made sure. Grabbing her full breasts and squeezing as
hard as he could with both hands. Not a sound out of her. Just perfect, that's what it was, just perfect.

The phone began to ring as she dipped heavily to thefloor.

What wasit? Who could it be a thistime of night? Could it be a neighbour who had heard something?
No, impossible, he had been careful, quiet.



Wes stood in the darkness, paralysed with indecision. He couldn't answer it—Dbut he didn't dare open the
hall door whileit was ill ringing. It wastoo loud. Should hetake it off the hook? No...

It stopped ringing and helet his breath out in arush. Timeto get out of here. He felt hisway to the door
and stepped on something that crunched underfoot. What wasiit? It hadn't been there before. He kicked
it ahead and opened the hall door a crack and peered through. The hall outside was empty. He opened
the door abit wider and looked down.

It was awoman's purse that he had stepped on; he smiled into the darkness. All contributionsto the
cause were gratefully accepted. He fumbled her wallet out, fingers clumsy in the gloves, and extracted the
bills. Her lipstick fell onto the floor and rolled close to the full-length mirror by the entrance.

It gave him avery good idea. A little more distraction for the police. With the hall door open a crack
there wasjust enough light for him to see what he was doing. Printing on the mirror with the lipstick, grest
sprawling illiterate letters. A work of art. He threw thelipstick asde and let in abit more light to admire
it.

OAFFEY PIGSDIE
That would put them off the scent al right! Now—it wastimeto go.

At one-thirty on aweekday morning, in aDC gpartment house, thereisvery little irring. The indicators
on both eevators were unmoving; one of them till standing at thisfloor. He went right by them to the
emergency stairs. No chances, take no chances. He walked dl the way down, as quietly as he could, to
the sub-basement. He pushed the door open dowly but the hall here was also empty. The lightswere dim
inthetiny lobby by the rear entrance; the lot outside was empty and dark. A fine rain was beginning to
fal. Weslet himsdf out and, head tucked down, hurried to his car. The engine caught on thefirst turn; he
used only his parking lights as he drove out of the lot. Then he turned on hislow beams—and just caught
the green as he turned onto Connecticut. Not a pedestrian or another car in sight.

He had driven two blocks before he remembered that he hadn't gone back into the kitchen to screw the
fusein; asudden fear dragged at him. It wastoo late, impossible, to go back. What would the police
make of it? He had no idea—but at least it didn't link with him in any way. It would be dl right. He
laughed, shakily, asthe fear ebbed dowly away.

Rock Creek Park was deserted as he drove through it, then back aong the Potomac. No onewasin
sight when he stopped and threw the jewellery into theriver. He was afraid the diary might float, so he
toreit up and poked the bits down into a rubbish basket anong the newspapers and sandwich wrappers.

The drive home was uneventful and he was whistling happily between histeeth ashe droveinto the
garage.

Chapter 8

Troy Harmon had filed hisfind report, yet he still wondered if he would ever hear about Colonel Wedey

McCulloch again. He had added, at the end of the report, the request that he be notified if there were any
further developmentsin the case. There had to be areason for the purchase of dl that gold and he dearly

wanted to know what it was.

But asfar as he had been able to determine there was no case a dl. Yes, the colonel had been buying a
lot of gold. But no, there was no reason why he shouldn't. Since the law had been changed gold was
fredly available, it was not necessary to produce identification to buy it, nor were records necessarily
kept. Nothing that McCulloch had done wasillegal. Just very interesting. He had purchased gold with al



the money that he possessed—then stowed the gold away in his safe. He had used his savings, sold his
new car and bought an old one, got a second mortgage on his house. And had bought gold and still more
gold with it al. What he had done might be considered eccentric—but it till wasn't against thelaw. Troy
had reported thisin great detail, made a copy of the report for hisown files, and ddlivered it to Admira
Colonné's secretary. Sorry, the admira would be out of town for two days, but he will contact you upon
return. Fine. Troy could use two days off aswell. An old friend was getting married in New Y ork. He
had aready made his excuses—but it still wasn't too late to phone and say that he was coming. It was
Friday afternoon and no onein Washington would misshim if he dipped away early.

It had been a good week-end. First there had been the bachelor dinner, an excuse for alot of drink, with
abunch of the guysfrom Jamaica High School he hadn't heard about or thought about in years. More of
them had stayed in the old neighbourhood than he had redlized. He was the one who had moved on, had
got out of touch. Going away first to college, upstatein Ithaca, then right into the Army; too much time
had gone by. He had always meant to come back for avisit, but had never quite got around to it. He had
no family left in Jamaica; hisfew remaining relaives werein Detroit. Dad had died while hewasin Nam,
cancer, and his mother had followed him just afew monthslater. Out of londliness, people sad. It could
be true. She had been that kind of woman. But that was dl in the past. Getting back here had turned out
to bealot of fun despite these memories. But he had been too tired, had drunk too much, to even
consder returning to Washington on the Sunday.

Thefirg shuttle flight out of LaGuardiaon adamp, chill Monday morning isaspecid kind of hell.
Particularly with ahangover. Packed behind the chromium raillswaiting for the flight to be called,
cardboardy Eastern Airlines coffee spilling out of the container, poked in the eye by the New York Times
, then jammed into the tiny shuttle seats. Wonderful, only twelve planes ahead of them waiting for
take-off. Longer on the ground than in the air. We're glad you chose to fly Eastern today, the outside
temperatureis...

The coffee from the QCIC machine was alot better; Troy sipped it from acrockery mug in order to get
the cardboard taste out of hismouth. Therewasasingleitemin hisintray. A phone call, pleasereturn
urgent. From alieutenant with atelephone number he didn't recognize. But there were alot of lieutenants
inthe Army.

Except thiswasn't the Army. Thiswas alieutenant in the Didtrict police.

'I'm returning your cdl, Lieutenant... Anderson. Thisis Lieutenant Harmon.'

"Yes, lieutenant. | wonder if you could get down here to talk to me. I'll give you the address ...’
'Can you tell mewhat thisis about?

'Only that thisis a homicide investigation and we think you might be able to help us. Can you
come here this morning?'

'‘On my way now.'

A murder of some kind? What could it have to do with him? But at least it would be a change from
working on the case of the surly, gold-hoarding colondl. He had the receptionist phonefor acab. A thin
pounding behind his eyeballs had reminded him that the week-end was till more than adistant memory.
He had no real desireto walk around the city in the cold drizzle.

The police station was modern and clean and nothing at dl like the rundown wooden dumps that you saw
inthetelevison serids. Lieutenant Anderson wasno TV hero either. He was scrawny and well past fifty,
his short-cropped grey hair and granny glasses making him look more like aschool teacher than acop.



Hewas dso very, very black.
'Sit down, lieutenant,” Anderson said in asoft Virginiaaccent. 'I'm getting some coffee—want some?
'Yes, please’

‘Sorry to drag you out like this, but we are having trouble running down alead on a double homicide.
Now, I've cometo believe that maybe you could assist us. All at once it appearsthat the military arein
the picture’

'Glad to help. It has been arotten Monday morning so far. If | can do anything congructive...'

'‘Good." Anderson pulled over athick file and opened it. ‘At firgt it looked like we had an ordinary break
and entry, with homicide as afringe benefit. The incident occurred in an gpartment out on Connecticut
past the park. Fire escape window kicked in—there's abig Fox lock on the front door but no bars on
thiswindow—they never learn. Place torn gpart, vauables missing, girl name of Marianne Sobell beaten
to death with a steel poker on the living-room floor. Looks like she surprised the party or parties
unknown and got wasted for her interest. Had aroommeate, one Tricia Broderick, who apparently
walked in on dl thisfun and got choked for her troubles. Thisisthe kind of thing we get too often, a
couple every day.’

'I don't see how this has anything to do with the military. Either girl work for the Army?

‘Nope. Just wait amoment, then I'll tell you about the Army connection. First off, acouple of things
interested us, like why was the electricity turned off at the fuse box? It didn't fit the MO. Then it appears
that the killer, or killers, went out through the front door, since it was dammed shut and the safety locks
weren't locked. But the thing that we found most interesting was this.' He took a photographic print out
of thefile. 'We found thiswritten on amirror by the door.

Troy took the photograph and his eyes narrowed. OAFFEY PIGS DIE. He threw it back.

'So what? So ablack did it. Some militant with his head screwed on wrong. Who doesn't even know
how to spdll ofey. Probably doesn't even know that it ispig-latin for "foe". Isthat specid? You'realittle
dark for aKluxer, aren't you...'

'Peace, brother,’ Lieutenant Anderson said. 'l got this assignment by routine of rotaand | didn't know
what you looked like until you came through that door. I'm not trying to make aracia case out of this.
But someoneelseis. Let me show you what smells bad about this, what redly stinks. Herésa
photograph of thefirst murdered girl, Marianne.’

It was bad, but he had seen alot worse. Of course in Nam they weren't good-looking girlslike this. But
death was death. There was too damn much of it. 'And thisisthe other girl, Tricia.' Troy took the
photograph and looked at it—and froze. His eyesrose dowly to meet Andersen's.

‘Goddamned son-of-a-bitch,’ he breasthed. Anderson nodded agreement.

TriciaBroderick was ablack girl. She was—or had been—a dark skinned, black haired beauty. Still
lovey in death.

'It hasto be acover-up of somekind, Troy said. 'Thisisno ordinary break-in.’

'My thoughts exactly. Deliberate murder made to look like homicide during aburglary. Some
grey-skinned bagtard trying to disguise it asaracekilling to get the pressure off him. | don't know what
thekiller had in mind, but I did know that | wasn't going to put this case on the spike and haveit



forgotten. That'swhen | started to dig deeper into it mysdlf. | investigated both girlsand found Tricids
boyfriend first. He drives big crosscountry rigs. He's just back from arun and he and the girl had adate
that night. They were going to be married next month. He's really broken up. And he's not a suspect
snce hewas at the garage at the time of the killings. He sent Triciahome from his parents housein acab.
Hisgarageisjust two blocks away so he walked. He caled her from there, dways does, to seeif she got
home dl right. No answer. He's on atight schedule. He took out hisrig, but was worried. Called again an
hour later from an dl-night eatery out on Interstate Ninety-five. Still no answer, so he telephoned the
police. Which ishow we got onto the case so fast.'

'How fastisfast? Troy asked, staring grimly &t the photographs. Anderson sighed.

'Never fast enough. I've reached a dead-end with Tricia, but we found a possible lead with the other girl,
Marianne. In her typing pool. She has no red friends, but there are a couple of girlsthere that shetalksto
during coffee breaks. It gppears that she has had anew but steady boyfriend for the last few months, an
Army officer...’

"The military connection?

‘Right. And it gets better. We wanted to talk to him, so we could trace her movements early that night.
But she never mentioned his name or hisrank, nothing at work. But the day of the killing she left early
because, as shetold the other girls, thiswas going to be a big date. At The Jockey Club where she had
never been before. She said that she had to be there by seven. So we checked. There was only one
officer who had reserved attable for two at that time, aman name of Colonel McCulloch.’

Troy's hands dammed down on the desk as he half rose to hisfeet. ‘Colone McCulloch? Do you mean
Colonel Wedey McCulloch?

"The same one. Now you know why you are here. We of course wanted to interview the colonel—but
for some reason he couldn't be found. Not at home or a work. He's gone. Asyou can imagine our
investigation lit some fires. The FBI was on to us ten minutes after we called him at thelab where heis
sationed. After wetold them what was happening they told usto contact you. They didn't say why, just
that you were the man we should talk to. Can you tell mewhy?

'l don't know if | am permitted to. Let me make acal firs.'

Anderson pushed over the phone and busied himsdf with his paper work while Troy caled Admira
Colonne and described thislatest development. Then listened to his orders. He replaced the receiver and
Lieutenant Anderson looked up from the papers he was working on, raising aquizzical eyebrow. Troy
counted off theitems on hisfingers.

'One. The colond isinvolved in high security work. So if | don't give you some of the details please don't
ask what they are. Two—I am permitted to tell you everything that the FBI knows about the colond,
which frankly isjust about al I know. If you can whistleup acar, just likethey doon TV, I'll tell you
about it on the way to McCulloch's house!'

'On theway. But we don't have any TV chauffeurs here. Just afive year old Ford that needs aring job.
And| driveit mysdf. Let'sgo.

At least the Ford had a siren and some flashing lights which got them through the traffic to Alexandria.
The messenger from QCIC was waiting in front of the house; on his motorcycle he had managed to reach
there ahead of them. He handed Troy the envelope, then roared away. Troy tore it open and took out
thering of keys.



'Isthislega? he asked as he unlocked the front door of McCulloch's house,

"Thisisamurder investigation. I'd have the thing broken down if you weren't here. Just unlock it and step
aside.’ Anderson opened hisjacket and drew his police .38. Troy smiled at the middle-aged policeman.

'I think that after Nam I've been through more doors than you have, lieutenant. So just stay close behind
me and keep that thing ready.’

They went in fagt, though it turned out to be an unnecessary precaution. The house was empty. Nothing
appeared to have changed since Troy had been there on hisfirgt illicit vigit. In the bedroom he kicked the
rug aside, opened the panel and pointed to the safe concedled benegthiit.

'What if | opened that? Does amurder investigation cover thiskind of thing aswell”?

Anderson shrugged. 'Depends on what we find. | imagine you can closeit just as easily asyou can open
it. Y ou saw the photographs. | saw the girls. So crack the damned thing and well worry about legdity
later.'

Troy gill had thelittle printed dip in hiswallet that the locksmith had given him. He bent and spun the
knob in dow, careful sequence. At the last number the door pressed up againgt hishand in eager
welcome. He opened it wide.

The safe was empty. The gold was gone.

No, not completely empty. There was afolded piece of paper in the bottom. They bent together to look
inait.

'Got your name on it,” Anderson said.
‘Dol gettoreadit?

'Why not? Too small for abooby trap. Just hold it by the edge when you takeit out. Push it open with a
pen. There could be somefingerprints.'

Troy caught it between hisfingernailsand drew it carefully out, then laid the folded dip on the dresser.
Anderson held it secure with the end of his own pen while Troy poked it open.

The lettering insde was bold and clear, printed with alarge red felt-tip pen.
Keep looking for me, jig.

But you're not going to

findmel

Chapter 9

'Areyou thejig that he'stalking about? Lieutenant Anderson asked.

Troy nodded dowly, hisfacelocked in an expression of cold anger. 'I'm the one, dl right. He got his
back up the one and only time that we ever met. Angry when hefirgt talked to me and got angrier dl the
time!

'He's got kind of adirty mouth for an Army officer. Thought you had an integrated Army?



It was, last time | looked. Doesn't mean there aren't any rotten gpplesin it. Do you think this particular
rotten appleisthe kind who is so stupid that he can't even spell something smple like ofey?

Anderson nodded. 'There's something very wrong going on here. I'm certain of that. Legd or not, buying
al that gold must have had some importance, or you and the FBI wouldn't have been looking into it. Let's
do some guessing using the facts that we know so far. Marianne had this heavy date with McCulloch on
Friday night. They had steaks, lobster, champagne—the works, and the evening was heavenly.
Particularly back in his house where they mutualy enjoyed some passionate sex. But she found out
something, | don't know what—but something she shouldn't have known. So instead of sending her back
in acab the kind colonel drives her home, takes her up to her apartment. And kills her. Fakesit to look
likeaburglary. Then turns off the lights and waitsin the dark to kill her roommate—who might be able to
identify him as Marianne's date of the evening. It hangs together, doesn't it? In aparticularly nasty way.'

'How much of that is guesswork and how much do you redly know?

'I'm only guessing that she found out something herein this house—and I'm aso guessing what happened
back at the gpartment. Everything e seisfact, factsthat fit together like pieces of ajigsaw puzzle. We
know they went out to dinner together that evening. Coroner believes that she was not raped, but she did
have intercourse. Shel's on the pill, traces of it were found in her blood. Semen in her vagina, recent
bruises on her shoulders and breasts. Doorman states that she has been coming home from late datesin a
cab thelast few months. He didn't et her in that night. But every tenant in the building has akey to arear
entrance to the parking lot.’

Troy read the note again, then turned away in disgust. ‘It's not pleasant to think about,’ he said. 'But it
does make some kind of perverted sense. If his disappearance had something to do with the gold—and it
was planned well ahead—he might very well diminate anyone who found out about it, who might
interfere. He was in the Green Berets. He knows something about killing people. But just where does
that leave us now?

'It leavesme out of it,” Anderson said, folding the note with his pen and pushing it into an envelope. '‘As
far asmy department is concerned this particular lead stops right here. Well check this note out, dust the
house aswdll, put an APB out for the colonel, do all the routine things. But | have a strong hunch that
we've reached the end of our resources. Of course well investigate the case further, follow up any other
leads, and I'll keep you informed of any developments. But it looksto melike my little case of murder is
small potatoes next to your case of nationa security. Y ou did tell me that McCulloch wasinvolved with
classfied work?

'Hewas. And hisdisappearing likethisisredly bad news. | have afeding that abig flap is coming down.
If thereisanything | can tell you later, you know that | will.'

'Y ou bet. | won't cal you, you'l cal me'

'Sorry. But theré's nothing else | cantell you.'

'Don't worry, son. I'veworked in the Digtrict all my life. When government stepsin we step out.
‘Thanks. Can | have that note?

'Well hold the original. Send you a photo this afternoon. Will that do you?

'Great. Can you give me alift on your way back?

‘Door to door.'



Thefine mist that had been falling al day had changed to a steady, hammering rain that reflected Troy's
dark mood. He rode in silence, his thoughts turned inward, seeing again the murdered women, the empty
safe, the derisory note aimed directly a him, and the even more empty house with McCulloch gone from
it. He did not know how or why, but he felt just asthe policeman did, that al of theseinexplicable acts
were somehow tied together. He intended to do everything he could to find out just how.

As soon as he came through the door of the house on Massachusetts Avenue the receptionist waved him
over.

'Orders from the admiral. Wants you in his office soonest. Third floor, little green door at the end of the
hall.

'Not the conference room thistime?

'Fedl honoured, you're among the chosen few. Just leave your raincoat here and run. I'll 1et him know that
you are ontheway.’

The door was half-open when he cameto it. He hesitated but the admira's voice sounded from inside.
'Pushin, Troy. And closeit behind you.'

Troy had not known what to expect—but certainly not this. There was none of the usua senior-executive
furniture here, or even bridge-of-battleship navy. The room was windowless and bare, except for the
grey metal cabinetsthat covered onewal. The admira sat with his back to the other wall, facing a
computer termina. The only other object in the room was the high-speed printer againgt the third wall.
There was atelephone next to the terminal—and nothing else, not even another chair.

"Thisiswhere the work really gets done,’ the admiral said. 'Everything | need to know comesin either
through the terminal or the phone—and goes out the same way. | don't believe in paper any more. We
livein an age of high-speed dectronics. Now tell meal you know about this disastrous affair with
Colond McCulloch.

There was no place to sit—other than on the floor—so Troy stood at ease, hands clasped behind his
back, as he carefully outlined the facts and the conclusons that he and Anderson had reached. The
admiral looked at the screen instead of at him as he talked, occasiondlly typing in afew words as though
updating afile. Helooked up, only once, when the empty safe and the note were mentioned.

'Do you remember what the note said?
It'salittle hard to forget, admird. It reed—keep looking for me, jig, but you're not going to find me.’

'Interesting. He must have redlized that your visit to his office wasredly to investigate him—not the Army
corpora. Which means he was either aware of the FBI surveillance, or was expecting it. If he did kill the
two women it could indicate that he might have been on afixed schedule of some kind and did not want it
upset. If al of these suppositions are true, he was apparently only trying to buy enough timeto bring these
arrangements to some conclusion. His plans had obvioudy been made for sometime, for him to get out,
go somewhere with the gold and leave hislife, his career behind him. It must have been something damn
important. Do you have any ideawhat it could be?

'No, sr. But | do have some suggestions for immediate action. | fed that it isimperative that adescription
of McCulloch be sent at onceto dl airports, border points, customs stations, any place where he might
attempit to leave the country. | am certain that there are grounds for asking that he be detained.’

'Damn right there are. How about desertion for openers? The last | heard that was a shooting offence.’



The admird wastyping furioudy at the termind as he talked. He read the quick response, then typedin
another command and leaned back. The high-speed printer rattled into action and spewed out ayard of

paper.

'Acknowledgement from the FBI with details of the action taken. Bless the computer networks. Well
have the country sewn up tight ingde of three minutes.'

'Do you think that it will do any good?

'No. Wherever he was going, you can be sure that heis dready there—or well on hisway. But thereis
nothing wrong with the late damming of barn doors. What is your next course of action?

'l did some hard thinking about that on theway over here. But | would liketo know first if | am dill in
charge of the operation?

'Until you aretold differently.’

'All right. Then I'll want to spend some government money. | need help from the FBI here, the CIA
oversees. | want every detail on every bit of McCulloch'slife that they can turn up. | want to find out who
his friends are—and when they are contacted | want them questioned so we can a so find out who his
enemiesare aswall. | want to know dl of his contacts, the name of every one of hisgirl friends, anything
and everything about the man. It will be amass of garbage that will have to be sifted through very dowly.
But somewherein there will be an answer to dl our questions about the colond and hisgold.'

The admira nodded. 'A sound beginning. I'll seetoit. Meanwhile, what are you yourself going to do?

'l want to go to the colond's place of employment and talk to everyone there who knew him. Thismight
uncover alead. Some of them may be involved with this. | know aready that he told Corporal Mendez,
the one | was supposed to be investigating, something about me that rubbed Mendez up the wrong way.
| want to find out what that was. I'll also have to have complete access to the Weeks Electronics
Laboratory, and be able to talk to anyone there aswell. Do you know what kind of research they are
doing there?

'No. Top secret high technology work, that'sal | know. Do you think that the project thereisrelevant to
the disappearance?

'l have noidea. But | am going to have to explore every possible avenue. Did McCulloch know what
sort of work, they were doing?

'I'm sure that he did.’
‘Then I'll have to know aswell. Can you arrangeit?

'Probably. If your security clearanceis good enough there should be no problem. I'll ask theright
guestions and well know soon enough.'

It took less than an hour for the okay to come through, which waslittle short of miraculous considering
the delicate security areainvolved. It dso demonstrated the depth of concern in high places about
McCulloch's disappearance. Just an hour after the permission arrived Troy was cdled to the conference
room by the admiral. He tried not to show concern at the sight of the full colonel and the two star generd
who were adso waiting there for him. The admira made the introductions.

'Generd Stringham, Colonel Burkhardt, thisis Sergeant Harmon. Asyou know heis operating as
lieutenant on this particular assgnment.’



Troy threw the sharpest sdute that he could. The saute was returned in silence which stretched on and
on until Admira Colonne had Ieft the room.

"The generd will now administer the oath for your Top Secret clearance,’ the colond said. 'As soon as
that isdone and | have witnessed it you will receive your new ID and pass to the Gnomen project. | will
then escort you there. Y ou will raise your right hand.’

Thiswasthefirg timethat Troy had heard the name of the project that was being worked onin the
laboratory. It meant nothing to him. The ceremony was a swift one, and as soon asit was over hewas
rushed out with the colonel to awaiting staff car. Two motorcyclists led the way asthey ploughed
through the afternoon traffic. For the first time Troy began to realize just how deep were the waters that
hewasfishingin.

‘Rotten weether,” Colondl Burkhardt said. 'Early too. Bet we have an even worse winter." He leaned
forward and did shut the glass pandl behind the driver's seat. 'Y ou've got to find out where this traitorous
son-of-a-bitch has gone and then nail his goddamned hide to the wall. Do you understand?

'Yes, sr. Might | ask, are you acquainted with this Gnomen project?

'No. Don't know adamn thing about it except that the name of the director is Doctor Delcourt, whom we
are on our way to seeright now. It isaso about the most top-top secret research project that we have
going. The budget isright up therein CIA figures. So when the security officer who is supposed to be
guarding something like this, when he ups and vanishes, why | get scared. And you better redlize now
that we will undoubtedly get some high-powered investigation team on to this assgnment as soon as
someone figures out just whose backyard it isin. Meanwhile, snce you are the onewho initiated this
investigation, you will proceed with it until relieved. Which means that we want you to get us some
answers, and | dso mean ingtantly or even sooner.'

Yes, gr, wasthe only answer to that one. After this one-sided conversation Burkhardt dumped silently
back in his seet and angrily chewed an unlit cigar for therest of thetrip. At the laboratory their
identification swept them by the security checks and on into the main building. A guidetook themupin
the elevator, directly to the director's office.

Dr Roxanne Delcourt wasin her middlefifties. She was grey haired, not unattractive—though her face
was barren of make-up—and was efficiently dressed in agrey worsted suit. The only jewedlery that she
worewas astring of cultivated pearls tucked under the collar of her white silk blouse. Therewere no
rings, certainly nothing on the third finger of her left hand. She shook handswith Troy, then showed
Burkhardt to the door as he left. She relaxed alittle as soon as he was gone, and smiled as she turned to

Troy.

'Wdll, lieutenant, please sit down. It has been amost traumatic day with al the comings and goings. It
appears that Wes McCulloch didn't show up this morning and for some reason thisis being treated like
the end of theworld.'

'Y ou must admit, doctor, that this could be very serious. After all he was head of security here!

'l know, but we have nothing here that any spies could possibly be interested in. Ghomen isaresearch
project, pure and smple. An exercise in higher mathematics and nuclear physics. We are begining to get
results, but I'm afraid that applications are fill years away at this stage.”’

'Did McCulloch know anything about the research here?

'Everything. He had to, of course. Security.’



"Wl then, doctor, I'm afraid that | will have to know what is going on here aswell. Could you please tell
me—just what isthe Gnomen project dl about?

Chapter 10

'Oh, dear,' Roxanne Delcourt said. 'Y ou want me to explain exactly what we are doing here with the
Gnomen project? Sheleaned back in her chair and twisted ayellow pencil between her fingers. 'That
could be difficult. It beginswith amathemética theorem...'

'l mugt tell you, doctor, that math was never my best subject.’

'Itisthesame, | am afraid, for most people. And, please, my name is Roxanne. Doctor isnot my first
name, just as| am surethat Lieutenant isnot yours.'

'Dead right, doctor—I mean Roxanne. It's Troy.'

‘All right, Troy, let metell you about the mathematics without telling you exactly what the maths are. My
work has aways been involved with the theory of particle movement, sub-atomic particlesthat is, and
their relaion to the unified field theory ...

'Y ou logt me on the first fence. Which theory isthis?

"The unified field theory grew out of Eingtein'stheory of generd rdativity. Smply spesking, itisan
attempt to tie together and prove theinterrdationship of dl of the forcesin the universe. Thisisnot an
easy thing to do. Down through the years a number of people have worked very hard to either prove or
disproveit, to get to gripswith it in someway. Aswas Eingtein, | am amathematician, not aphysicis.
But unlike him, | have more [aboratory results and experiments to build upon. And more facilities now
exist to put to the test any new theories. Which iswhat we are doing here.’

'What? he asked, mystified.

"Tying down the relationships of space-time. If | could show you what we are doing, perhaps then you
might understand more clearly.’

Hedidn't. Troy followed her through the building and looked at particle accelerators, cloud chambers,
racks and banks of equipment that apparently didn't even have names. Enthusiastic scientists pointed out
to him curly white lines on black photographic prints, as proud of them asif they were photographs of
their own offspring. He finished the tour thoroughly depressed, knowing that hewas far out of his depth,
while wondering a the same time just what he could do about it. When they were done, Roxanne took
him to the executives dining-room, an alcove off the company cafeteria, where they were served first
class coffee and toasted Danish.

‘That'savery impressive set-up you have here,' Troy said around amouthful of Danish.
‘It certainly is. Do you how see how exciting our work is?
'No," he admitted. 'But | think your security arrangements are top rate.'

They laughed at that. 'No, I'm being serious,’ Troy said. '"McCulloch seemsto be involved in somekind
of wickednessthat we still don't know about. But as aprofessional security officer he sawed this place
up tight asadrum. It may look casud to an outsider, but the entire establishment is divided into guarded
blocks with firgt-class security checks between each one. Records are automaticaly kept of everyone
going in and out of each block. Thisinformation is computerized so that the whereabouts of every person



inthe entire set-up isknown every ingant of thetime. Very efficient.’
‘But other than that, Troy...?

'Very little penetrated. Look, Dr Delcourt...'

‘Roxanne.’

'Roxanne, sorry. During our little tour you impressed mein two ways. First off, you know everything that
is happening herein every detail. | don't know if you noticed it, but you answered questions when you
were asked about anumber of different things. Without hesitation. | haven't the dightest ideawhat you
were saying—»but the other people did and they seemed to go away satisfied. Y ou're a pretty

high-powered lady.

'Why, thank you, Troy. | don't think anyone has said anything asniceto mein years.' Shesmiled at him
across her coffee cup and, with her business expression banished for amoment, she was quite lovely.

"That's not flattery—but the honest truth.'

'Which is even better. But you said that there were two things about me that impressed you. Make my
day—tell me something e 2!’

Once again they laughed together. 'The second oneiseasier,’ Troy said. Y ou're a person who knows
what they are talking about. Who operates without any, well—'

‘Bullshit?

‘Right. And that'swhat | mean. Y ou know what you're doing, you're in complete control of the Situation
here, while a the same time you're awalking ad for femlib. Which depresses me even more.”

‘How?
It must beme. | ill don't know what isgoing on around here!

She shook her head. 'No, Troy, it'sal my fault and | apologize. Everyone | normaly talk to isup to the
eyebrows in technology. I'm so used to it that | am afraid that | have forgotten how to communicatein
ordinary language. | don't give interviewsto the press, or have ahusband to talk to about everyday
matters, or any important interests outside of my work. Looking at it that way | suddenly redlize that |
must be a damn boring person.’

'| didn't say that!"

'Wdll, | did! And hereiswhere | begin to reform. Let usleave this coffee and get back to my office and
open the bar.' She frowned at him with sudden concern. 'Y ou do drink?

Try me!'

'Good. I'll build acouple of swellegant gibsons and under the ameliorating effects of acohal | will attempt
to rgoin the human race.’

Fifteen minutes|later Troy was Stting back in the degp armchair as he spped gratefully from the reviving
glassof frigid gin.

"That isgood, redly good. I can now confidein you that | am recovering from avery acoholic
week-end, and you have found the cure that | have been looking for.’



'Wonderful.' Roxanne sipped hers, then ddlicately picked out the tiny white sphere of the onion with her
fingertips, popped it into her mouth and crunched it thoughtfully. "All right, herewe go. If | Sray from the
straight and narrow and you miss as much as one word, why, then shout whoa! All right?

'Shoot.'

'All forms of energy in the universe are inescagpably linked together. If you want an example you can see
thisclearly in aluminescent light bulb, where dectrica energy istransformed to heat energy, that inturn
being transformed to light energy. Sometimes the relationship is not quite as easy to make out. Take, for
example, the movement of objectsin agravity field. Let ussay that you lift aweight and tie it to the
caling. It gpparently just hangsthere. But it dill contains the muscular energy you used to lift it, only this
energy isnow in adifferent form. It is potential energy. If you cut the supporting ropeit istransformed
into kinetic energy and the weight drops.’

'Fineso far, Troy said, and extended his glass o she could refill it from the shaker. ‘Infact it hasa
familiar ring toit, something from high schoal .

'Mechanics, first term physics. Y ou knew thisal the time—I'm just reminding you about it. Now let's
jump over al the theory and experimentsto the redlity of what we aretrying to do here. The thing that we
are being funded for. My origina theoretica cal culations have been tested in anumber of physical ways.
The work has pretty well proven the theory to date, though there are still some holesin it that are causing
trouble. But on the smple, experimenta end, we are begining to get results. Using multi-dimensiona
parameters notiondly affecting temporal displacement without physical impairment...'

'You just didit,’ Troy brokein.
'What?

'Spoke a sentence without oneword init that | could understand. Other than the first word which was
using.'

'Y ou are absolutely correct and | gpologize. I'll try again. In thelaboratory, with the expenditure of a
greet dedl of dectrical energy, we have managed aminimal transformation into temporal energy causing a
physica displacement.’

She heard her own words and had to stop and laugh.

'Incorrigible,’ Troy said. 'But amessage is seeping through. Are you saying that you moved something in
someway for atime?

'Yes, | mean no. It moved, but not for atime but in time’
Troy put his glass down most carefully onto the end table, then looked up at Roxanne.

'Please stop meif | amwrong, he said. '‘But are you trying to tell me that you have moved ahunk of
something through time?

'Roughly spesking, why yes!’
"Then you are dso telling me that down there among dl that stuff—that you have built atime machine?

‘W, | think..." she smiled brightly. 'Why, yes, | suppose that we have.’
Chapter 11



'No wonder everyone's so upset about the security here, Troy said. ‘A time machine—why, just the idea
of thething, it'salmost too big to takein! On television, sure, you see people jumping back and forth
through time, but everyone watching knows that it'sjust actorsin costumes and cardboard sets. But to
have ared one, here, inthislab—' Heran out of words, looked to seeif his glass was completely empty,
then drained the remaining drops. Roxanne saw this and stood and hurried to the bar.

‘Sorry. I'm being arotten hostess. But you're right, the kind of time machinesthat zip into the past and
future like temporal trolley cars, they happen only on television. Oursis not quite that impressive. When
weturn it on we use enough dectricity to light up dl of Chicagoto, well, do very little.!

'Like doing what?
'I'll show you. Let'sjust finish these before theice melts!

He sipped—and was struck with sudden apprehension. 'Could your machine, could it have anything to
do with McCulloch's disappearance?

Roxanne thought for amoment, then shook her head no.

' think that it is highly unlikely. Y ou mean could he have sent that gold somewherefor hisown nefarious
purposes? That is so closeto impossible that it isimpossible. The biggest target object we have used so
far only weighed afew grammes. But |et's get down to |ab nine before they lock up for the day. I'll show
you just what | mean. WEell haveto hurry. Bob Kleiman comesin at the crack of dawn—but he leaves
just asearly aswdll.’

Laboratory 9 was right down at the bottom of the building. They hadn't been there on their earlier tour.
The heavy entrance door was locked and even the security guard could not open it. He had to telephone
through to security central and identify the two visitors before thelock clicked and the door did aside.
They went in and, asthe heavy porta closed behind him, Troy had the Strange sensation that the hair was
dtirring on his head. He held hishand to it and felt it writhing under hisfingers. Roxanne noticed his
shocked expression and smiled.

'Nothing to worry about,' she said, rubbing at her own hair that was now standing straight out from her
head. 'Static eectricity. A few million volts of it, but no ampsto speak of, so there is nothing to worry
about. Side effect that happens when the machineisin operation. But it gives you someideaof the kind
of juicewe use here!

It certainly did. The éectrical fittings were most impressive. Wiresthicker than hisarm swung from
gigantic ceramic insulators, looping down into the guts of hulking greast machines. Most of the gpparatus
was grouped in the brightly-lit centre of the room—where the floor apparently bulged upwards. It wasn't
abulge, Troy saw when they walked closer, but aridge of grey stone that projected up through the white
concrete floor. Some of the machines were bolted to it, while others hung out over the stone on shining
stedd arms. A man in alaboratory smock was working at one of the machines; he turned around when
Roxanne cdled out to him.

'Bob, you've got avisitor. Lieutenant Harmon, Doctor Kleiman. Troy, Bob.'

'My pleasure," Kleiman said, wiping grease from his hand onto his aready stained coat before extending
it. They shook hands. Doctor Kleiman looked very much like the classic image of the scientist. His
greying hair was raggedly cut and long overdue for a barber's attention. And his eyesight was bad; he
blinked through bottle-thick lenses at Troy.

'If you are here to recruit me for the Army you aretoo late. | been four-F since | wasborn.' Troy smiled.



'You're safe,’ he said. 'Y ou don't look like cannon-fodder to me.’
"Y ou betcha. So, since the purpose of thisvist is not officia—what isthe purpose?

‘A demondtration,’ Roxanne said. 'l thought Troy would understand the project better if he could see just
what we are doing. Are you running any calibration set-ups?

'Been doing them &l day, and if you don't mind some self-adulation | will humbly tell you that | have
added two more zerosto theright of the decimal point.’

'How wonderful!'

Roxanne amost clapped with joy and Troy amost wished that he too could get so excited by decimal
points and zeros. But he knew better than to ask for an explanation.

'However, don't take my word for it," Bob Kleiman said, turning to acomputer terminal. 'Let mejust feed
insomeinfo and | will show you. Y ou, Troy, do you have aquarter with you? Admisson to thisshow is
two-bits. Good, thanks!'

Bob took the coin over to aworkbench, laid it flat, gave it afew rasping strokes with afile, then handed
it back.

'Look close," he said. 'I've put anick right behind the cute little bow on George's pigtail. Correct?
‘Right.’

'And the date on the coin is 1965. Isthis coin unique enough so you will be ableto recognizeit again?
Some people always claim they were tricked.’

"They could have been,’ Troy said. 'l didn't notice the date when | gave you the quarter. Y ou could have
subgtituted another onejust like this, and have a prepared duplicate as well.

'Y ou'reright, thisguy isasharpy, Roxy, watch out for him. So do some additions yoursdlf, Mister
Sharpy. Takethisknife and the coin and make it unique so you will be positive there is no hanky-panky.'

Troy scratched across on Washington's noble forehead then returned the quarter. Bob backed away
fromit, hands raised. 'No way, Sharpy,’ he said. 'Y ou put it down yoursalf, over there on top of the
rock, on the laser spot. Otherwise you will clam that | pamed it.’

There was aflat areaon top of therock that was marked in the centre by adisc of ruby light. Troy laid
the coin on the spot of light and stepped back.

"The experiment begins,’ Bob said, throwing some switches, then squinting at the VDU screen of the
computer to seethefigures displayed there. He used them to set adifferent set of instruments. 'Done,’ he
sad. 'If you peoplewill kindly join me behind thisinsulated barrier well be able to avoid some of the
gparks. That'sit, on the rubber carpet, hold onto the brassrail at the sametime. Troy, doesthat fancy
Army turnip on your wrist have a stop-watch function?

IY$-I
'Okay. Switch it on and start it going when | hit the controls. Now!"

Therewas asharp crackling inthe air and avivid display of corona sparks from anumber of metal
surfaces. The effect died away very quickly and Bob led them back to the experiment area. The rock
was bare.



'Where'syour coin? he asked.
‘Gone!’

'Y ou have keen eyes.’
‘Thanks. But where did it go?

"When did it go would be more grammatically exact. Keegp watching. It should be exactly seventeen
seconds. Now!"

The coin resppeared, there on the rock, looking as though it had never moved. Y et no one had gone
near it; the nearest piece of apparatus was agood two feet away. Troy had pressed the button on his
watch by reflex. Helooked at it now. Seventeen point seven seconds. He reached out and picked up the
coin. The nick wasthere, aswas the cross. 1965.

‘That'sredly great, Bob, he said, closing hisfigt tightly on the coin. ‘Now would you kindly tell me just
what the hell happened?

'My pleasure. At acost of gpproximately four bucks worth of dectricity, your twenty-five cents was sent
ahead in time for exactly seventeen seconds. For us, in the eternal present, the coin appeared to vanish.
But it wasn't gone, it was just Stting on top of the rock, seventeen seconds into our future, waiting for us
to catch up with it. Seventeen seconds later we did—and from our point of view it suddenly cameinto
being on the rock. Which was not true. It had been there al dong. It just took us some time to get there.
Now say that you don't believeit.'

Troy opened his hand dowly and looked at the coin. 'l believeit,” he said, and was surprised at the
hoarseness of hisown voice. ‘| don't understand it—but | believeit.’

‘Congratulations,” Roxanne said. "The overwhelming mgjority of people who see this demonstration just
don't want to believe what they have seen. It goes against their image of the world and they just can't
accept it. That'swhy we do all the gamesto mark the coin. But despite this, most of the timethey till
refuse to believe what has happened and prefer to look for the gimmick that fooled them.’

'One genera took his pocket knifeto the rock,’ Kleiman said. 'Swore that it was cardboard and hollow.
Broke the blade, you can till seethe scratch right there!

'l can accept it al right,’ Troy said. "'Though it does give me astrange fedling just behind the eyeswhen |
think about it. Does thisthing work both ways?

'What do you mean?
It went forward in time—but can it send things back intime aswell?

‘Theoreticdly, yes' Kleiman said, turning off a series of switcheswhile hetalked. '‘But we just don't know
yet. Experiments have been made, with just afew particles of matter at fird, then dightly larger objects.
The objects vanished al right, but they never regppeared again. So we went back to the drawing board
to overhaul the theory before we made any more experiments.’

Troy wastrying to get the possibilities of the machine straight in hishead. And & the sametime was
worrying at the ideathat the machine might have some connection with Colonel McCulloch. 'Can you

send anything, anything & al?
'So far what has been sent has made the trip. Were you thinking of anything specific?



'‘Gold?

'Why not? There's some silver in that quarter of yours, probably minute traces of gold aswell. No
problem.’

No problem? A big problem. What possible earthly connection could there be between McCulloch, the
gold, this machine, and the future—since the past was ruled out? What? Absol utely nothing he could
think of. And his head was beginning to hurt. Thanks for the demonstration, Bob. | appreciate your help.’

'Y ou'rewelcome, I'm sure. Could | ask what your interest in dl thisis? Or isthat classfied?

'Not classfied a dl. I'min security and I'm making an investigation that involves some people here. So |
have to know more about the mechanica details of the project.’

'Security? Now isn't that just great.’ Bob bent over his console and disconnected a canon plug. 'Just the
man | want to see. I've been trying to get ahold of Old Snarly, your Colond McCulloch, al day. All | get
isexcuses.

Troy's eyes met Roxanne's and he saw his own worried tautness mirrored there.
'What do you need the colonel for? Roxanne asked.

"To do hisjob, that's what.' He straightened up and shook the end of the cable at her. ‘Deadlinesyou give
me, and reportsto fill out, but do | complain?| do not. But | do not |abour alone. Harper, my assistant,
does dl the paperwork, a paragon who is never late and never out sick. But today he isnot only late but
heisnot here. Nor ishe a homewhen | call him on the phone. Nor is Old Snarly at his post when | need
him. So can you maybe find out what is going on around here and let me know?

Chapter 12

‘That's just the sort of thing that I'm here to take care of,' Troy said, allowing none of the sudden concern
into hisvoice. 'I'll check out what is happening and get back to you. | wouldn't worry about it if | were
you.'

'Meworry?1'll only get an ulcer. A little one. And then I'll work until midnight doing hisjob aswell asmy
own. When you talk to Harper don't forget to mention the ulcer.’

‘Thanksfor the demongtration,’ Troy said. Kleiman tipped an invisible hat in return, then turned back to
his machines. Troy waited until they were out of earshot before he spoke again.

'Who isthis Harper?

‘Allan Harper,' Roxanne said. 'An dectronics engineer, awhiz on circuitry. You'reworried, | cantell.
Why?

It smellswrong. Too much of acoincidence to be a coincidence. The same day that McCulloch
disappears—so does Harper.'

'Do you think that the two things are connected in some way?

'l don't know enough yet to even guess—and | certainly hope not. But whether they are connected or not
this matter istill very serious. Particularly if Harper has accessto classified information. Would he know
much about the Gnomen project?



'Everything,’ she said, suddenly just asworried as he was. "Well go to my office. | have hishome address
there!’

Troy didled the number and let it ring. And with each unanswered ring in the distant room hefelt the
tenson in hismidriff grow. The addresswasin Bethesda, not too far away: he had to get over there. He
hunched up his shoulder to hold the phonein place againgt his ear while he dug the police detective's card
out of hiswallet.

'No answer? Roxanne asked.

'No. Do you have acompany car | can use?

"Ther€'sapand truck and a station wagon...'

"The station wagon, if you please.’

He pressed down the button and disconnected, then quickly dialled the number on the business card.

'Hello. I'd like to talk to Lieutenant Anderson. Thisis Lieutenant Harmon. Heisn't? Can you reach him
on theradio? Good. Please have him call me at this number. Urgent. It may relate to the Connecticut
Avenue murders!

Anderson called back within the minute and, without asking any embarrassing questions, agreed to meet
Troy at the Chevy Chase address.

It took an effort of will for Troy to hold the wagon down to asteady 55 along the Beltway. He turned of f
at Exit 33 and looked at the street names. Just after the country club was the street sign for Black Thorn.
When he turned the corner he saw the police car waiting up ahead. He pulled up behind it just as
Lieutenant Anderson was getting out.

'What isit about? Anderson asked.

'l was out at the lab where McCulloch headed security. One of the key employees didn't show up for
work today. Doesn't answer the phone. It may have something to do with the colond.'

"Then again it may not. Can you tell me anything more?
'Frankly—no. Except thisistop security, top priority work.'

'I'll take your word for it. But we can't go kicking doors down just on suspicion.' He looked up &t the old
gpartment building. 'Isthe man married? Troy shook his head no.

'Single. And livesaone!

Then if he doesn't answer when wering his bell we can suspect illness or accident and we have sufficient
grounds to ask the super to open up for us!'

The superintendent was unshaven and surly and had obvioudly just woken up.
'Whatchawanna see him for?

'We don't want to see him," Anderson explained patiently. ‘We are just investigating a missing persons
report. All you haveto do isunlock the door, then stay with uswhenwe goinsde!’

The man didn't want to co-operate, but Anderson's gold badge was a powerful persuader. Muttering



under his bresth the superintendent led them to the devator. Not only hadn't he shaved, but he hadn't
bothered to wash aswell. They were greetly relieved when the door opened on thefifth floor. Thelarge
ring of keysrattled and jangled and the super cursed as he searched for the right one. When hefinally
had the door open, Anderson went in first. The curtains were drawn and al of the lights were on.

'Mr Harper,' he cdled out. 'Are you home? There was no answer. 'Troy, stay here with the super whilel
look around.’

They watched in silence while he went across the living-room and glanced into the bedroom. Pushing the
door open with histoe, touching nothing. It must have been empty because he turned away and started
towards the kitchen. He stopped at the door, looked in, then turned away and came back, fishing into his
pocket as he walked. He,took out one of his cards and handed it to the superintendent.

'Call thisnumber,’ he said. 'Ask for Detective Sergeant Lindberg. Read my name off the card and tell him
wherewe are. Tdl him that | want the homicide unit.'

‘Ligten, | got my work to do. Y ou want me to make phone calls...' Then the meaning of the words
penetrated. The super opened his eyes wide and stepped back, then turned and hurried away.

'Dead? Troy asked.
'Very. Comelook and see!’

Allan Harper was sprawled on hisback on the kitchen floor. A broken glass lay shattered on the linoleum
beside him; the milk it had contained had puddied and dried under his head. His eyes were wide open
and staring, hismouth gaping in asoundless cry of pain.

'What isit—wheat killed him? Troy asked. Anderson shrugged.
'No sign of wounds or awegpon. Well find out soon enough. Is this case going rotten on you?

"Y ou could say that. Which makesit vitaly important that | find out if this man had any connection with
McCulloch. I'm getting back to the laboratory now. Y ou have the number. Ask for security. Could you
let me know as soon as you find out what happened to him?

'No problem. But I'm going to have to ask you more about the deceased.’

‘All right. I'll tell you whatever | can, whatever isnot classified. I'm going thereto dig out hisrecords
now.'

Troy went directly to the security building when he returned, without going near the laboratory. He
wanted to get some facts before he answered any more questions. Inside the building therewas a
restrained fedling of panic. Thethree girlsin the office carefully turned their eyes awvay from him when he
came through the door.

'Who isin charge here? He asked. None of them answered or even looked hisway. He pointed to the
nearest, ablonde with an impressive head of curls. 'Miss. Y es, you. Would you come over here please.
What's your name?

'Daisy,’ she answered, amost in awhisper.
'All right, Daisy, would you please look at my security clearance papers...'

'l don't know anything about that kind of thing. | just work in the office."



'l know you do but—hell, who isin charge here?

'Colond McCulloch.'

'| know that. But when he's not here, who is his second in command?
'No one, sir. The colonel'saways here!

'Well, he's not here now and something has to be done about it. If he didn't delegate authority here, he
gtill must have reported to someone in authority above him. Who would that be?

"The Defense Department,’ she said brightly. Troy tried not to grate histeeth.

'l know that. But who inthe... The hdl with that. Get onto the Pentagon and contact Generad Stringham.
If heisn't available then get hold of a Colond Burkhardt. I'll talk to elther of them.'

It took fifteen minutesto locate the generd, but it did the job. Daisy hung the phone up dowly and turned
to Troy with widened eyes.

"You'rein charge now, Sir, that's what they said. Y ou're the onein charge. Lieutenant Harmon.'
‘Good. Now get me the security record on one of the lab employees. Name of Allan Harper.'
'Yes, dr, lieutenant. Take aminute for the print-out. Everything'sin the computer.'

It took alot more than aminute for the computer to produce thefile. Troy was methodically going
through McCulloch's desk so was only vaguely aware of the whispered voicesin the other room. He
looked up when Daisy hesitatingly came into the office with asingle sheet of blue-lined, perforated-edge

paper.

'l don't know what happened, Lieutenant Harmon, but something's gone wrong. We can't seem to locate
Mr Harper'sfile. Maybe the computer is broken. Because whatever we asked for thiswas al we could
get.’

She was trembling when she held out the sheet. Hetook it and read it at a single glance.
"Thank you, Daisy. Can you tell me just who has access to computer files?

'Us | mean dl thegirlsin the office'

'l see. That meansyou can both enter and retrieve information in the security files?

'Oh, no. We don't have the code to make entries or changes. Only Colonel McCulloch hasthat. We can
just use the computer for making copies and looking things up and things like that.'

‘Thank you, Daisy. That'sal for now.’

He heard the phonering in the other office and amoment later his own telephone buzzed. He picked it
up, still staring coldly at the sheet of paper before him.

‘Lieutenant Harmon.'

‘Harmon, Lieutenant Anderson here. We've established cause of death for Harper. He died of
poisoning. Srychnine. Very painful, very fast. The glass of milk was filled with it, the carton on
thetableaswell.'



'Wasit suicide?

'Not likely. There was also an unopened carton in the refrigerator. Thiswas also heavily laced
with strychnine. Further examination found a minute puncture mark under the flap. The stuff was
probably squirted in with a hypodermic. No reason for a suicide to play around like that.'

‘But it is something that amurderer might do. | have a suspect for you. Colond Wedey McCulloch.’
‘Do you have any grounds for this suspicion?'

'| certainly do,’ Troy said grimly, clutching the computer print-out so hard that the paper torein his grasp.
'What I'm going to tell you is off the record for the moment. But McCulloch was the only one with access
to security files here. He wiped Harper'srecord clean. It's gone completely. Inits place he left a brief
message for whoever accessed the file next.’

'‘Can you tell mewhat it is?'
'Yes. It'svery short. Asfollows.

'Jg, | sad that you weren't going to find me.’

Chapter 13

"It has been over aweek now since McCulloch vanished,” Admira Colonne said. ‘Have you come up
with any answersyet?

The meeting was taking place in the conference room again, not the admira's communication cubby
where most of hiswork was done. He could relax here, lean back in the deep chair and smoke his pipe.
But while his body rested hismind was as aert as ever; Troy shifted under the penetrating gaze.

‘Not asmany as| would like,' Troy said, diding the stack of papers out of thefile onto the table before
him. 'If anything we seem to have come up with more questions.’

'‘And they are...?

"Hrst and most important—what was McCulloch's motive for killing Allan Harper, the eectronics
engineer from the |aboratory?

You're surethat heisthekiller?

"The police are so certain that they have issued awarrant for hisarrest. McCulloch made absolutely no
attempt to cover histrail. A forged prescription, in hisown name, waslocated in adrug store not three
blocks from hishome. It was for alarge amount of strychnine hydrochloride, the same substance found in
the containers of milk. A handwriting expert believes that M cCulloch wrote the prescription—while the
doctor remembers him visiting his office some months ago during the course of asecurity investigation.'

"When he could have pocketed some prescription blanks?

‘Correct. But while we have evidence to tie McCulloch to the murder—we have no motive. But | keep
coming back to the work donein the Weeks laboratory. | am sure that thereis atie-in between the gold,
McCulloch's disappearance—and the murder aswell. Have you been informed yet what kind of research
isbeing donein thelab?

‘No. But at your suggestion | put the question to the authorities. They have responded and | have been



cleared to receive d| classfied information about what they caled the Gnomen project, on a
need-to-know basis. So you can tell mejust what they are doing there and how it affectsthis case.’

"That will makeit alot easier to explain my thinking. Could | please see the authorization?

The admira took the pipe from his mouth and leaned back, with redl or assumed surprise. 'I'm your
superior, my boy, you may take my word for it."

'l can't, admird,’ Troy said grimly. 'However | will contact Generd Stringham. ..

‘There's no need, | have the authorization here.' He took an envelope from his jacket pocket and passed
it acrossthetable. Troy opened it, having the feding that he had just passed atest that he hadn't even
known he was taking. He scanned the page, checked the signature, then handed the papers back.

'Isthis room security tight, admira? he asked.

‘Swept twice aday. We can cdll it secure!

'All right, then. The scientists at the lab have built aworking time machine—'
'Y ou had better be serious,’ the admira growled.

‘Never more seriousin my life. It issill being perfected—but I've seen it operate and it works. Now
what use could M cCulloch have wanted to put the machine to? Harper could have beenin onthis, he
knew al about the operation of the machine. He could have been killed because he knew too much
about the colond's plans. Thereis even achance that he might have known just what McCulloch planned
to do with the gold.'

'Given that thistime machine doeswork, and | will accept that for the moment without thinking about the
terrifying possibilitiesinherent in the supposition, | can ingtantly think of one good plan. Y ou could send
the gold back in timeto yoursalf. A man could make afortune that way. Invest it at ten per cent,
compounded, you could treble the sum in less than thirteen years. Send it back thirty years—hal’ The
admiral took out a pocket calculator and punched quick figuresinto it. There's your answer, Troy. In
thirty yearsthat ten thousand would be worth—my goodnessl—over one hundred and seventy-four
thousand dollars. And his gold was worth alot more than that. That would be motive enough.’

'It would be, sir. But the time machine doesn't work backwards. It just sendsthingsinto the future.'

‘Then forget that.' The admira cleared the calculator with aswift poke and put it back into his pocket.
'What e se have you found out?

‘A few things. Corpora Mendez is not involved. He gave me ahard timewhen | interviewed him because
McCulloch told him, and | quote, that anigger MP was looking for trouble. But the urgent investigation
that | ordered done on McCulloch has brought in amountain of reports.’ He tapped athick sheaf of
paper. Thisisan abstract of the materid. Let metell you some of the most important parts. Firgt, and
most important, McCulloch has been lying about himsalf ever since he got into the army. Hetried for
OCS but didn't make it, his high school marks and test results weren't good enough. So he worked his
way up through the ranks. Everyone he talked to knew his background. He told anyone who would
listen. Rich antebellum family fallen on bad times since the War between the States. That'swhat he
aways cdled the Civil War. But they gill have an historical family name and are rdlated to alot of the
great familiesin the South. Among his noted ancestors was the important Confederate General Ben
McCulloch. It makes agreet history.'

'It does. So what iswrong with that?



'Everything. It'sdl alie. The colond'skinfolk appear to dl be white trash, and he has had nothing to do
with them since he left home. Y ou might say that they are dl spongers and grafters, with the wholelot on
welfare asfar aswe can find out.'

'So what'swrong with that? Loca boy makes good. It's an American success story.'

'Not quite. McCulloch has worked very hard to concedl this background from everyone—including
those same rdlatives. Just once, as far aswe can discover, one of them found him and paid avist. A first
cousin came to see him when he was stationed at Fort Dix. McCulloch gave him such a begting that the
man wasin the hospital for three weeks. At first there wastak of alawsuit, but the cousin dropped the
charges and went home. Rumour at the time had it that alarge sum of money changed handsto shut him

up.’
'I'm beginning to like your colondl lessand less. What & se have you found out?

"That in the last year he has had some new interests that just don't fit his past history. Y ou'll remember
that he never read, never bought a book, never went to the movies or even looked at televison. That dll
changed quite suddenly. He began to buy books, to go to libraries and museums. | am very curiousto
know why. The FBI isfeeding dl the detail s that we can uncover into acompuiter, to seeif we can
uncover trends, topics, interests of some kind that might explain what he was doing. And in about one
hour | have an gppointment that may help to clarify things." Troy held up aletter.

"The police have been intercepting dl of McCulloch's mail. Thisetter arrived in the morning ddlivery
today. A curator at the Smithsonian wants to see him at once, about matters of the utmost urgency. He
obvioudy doesn't know that McCulloch ismissing. | made an appointment in his name.”

‘None of this makes sense,' the admird said, looking into the bowl of his pipe as though seeking to find
an answer there.

'No—not yet. But it will. It isjust amatter of fitting al of the parts together and seeing the pattern that
they make.’

Now, stting in the stuffy waiting room in the Smithsonian Indtitute, Troy wished that the ansverswere as
obvious as he made them sound when he was talking to the admiral. But they would be, they had to be.
The answer might be incredible—but it would be clear.

'Mr Dryer will see you now,' the secretary said. Troy stood and went in. He was not in uniform, but
instead was wearing adark suit under his raincoat.

'Y ou're not Colonel McCulloch!" Dryer said, drawing back. He was a beanpole of aman, tall and thin,
with hiswell-worn jacket hanging from him in loose folds. His neck was wrinkled and wattled with age,
hiswhite hair aloose cloud around his head. This picture of advanced senility wasrdieved only by his
dark eyes, as clear and penetrating as ayouth's.

'No, I'm not. My name is Harmon. My work...'

'l redlly don't care what your work is, Mr Harmon. What | have to discuss with the colond is
confidentia. Please return to him and tel him that he must come himself, in person. He will know why.'

'l would like to know the reasons why mysdlf, Mr Dryer. Hereis my identification. The colond isunder
investigation at the moment. We hope that you will aid usin that investigetion. If you arein any doubt |



have an extension in the Pentagon for youto cdl...'

'l have no doubts, no doubts at al, young man. My work deals with military documentation and | know
thered thing when | seeit. Could you tell me what the investigation concerns?

'I'm sorry, but that part is classfied. But | can assure you that Colone McCulloch will not be ableto see
you at the present time. All of hismail goesto the police department. They forwarded your letter to me!

Dryer pressed hishair down as he nodded; it sprang back as soon as he released it. 'Well, | shan't push
you any more on that. But it sounds more drastic than anything that | wanted to discusswith him. | just
wanted to point out to the colond that certain documents he borrowed were library file copies and that,
grictly speaking, they should not have been removed from this building. But exceptions are made, of
course, to amilitary man of hisrank, considering the nature of our collection.’

‘May | ask what that is?

"The Technologica Archives of the United States Army. We have grant money from both private industry
and the military. Our facilities are not open to the public, though any qudified researcher may have
access. And military officersaswadll, of course!’

'May | ask what the archives contain?

'Books, models and documents relating to the history of American military technology—from the birth of
our nation right up to today. We are rather proud of our rifled flintlocks, some rare specimens, aswell as
the working drawings of the research that preceded the development of the first tanks...'

'l do agree, quiteimpressve. But could you tell mewhat Colonel McCulloch'sinterest was?

'History of small arms. He was a serving infantry officer so that is understiandable. Heisredly quite
knowledgeablein thisarea, and | speak with authority when | say...'

'Yes, Mr Dryer, of course.’ Troy had the horrible fedling that if he didn't interrupt he would bein this
chair, getting lectured to, for the rest of hislife. 'But what exactly wasit that the colonel took and did not
return?

‘Blueprints. Of the Sten-gun. The 9 millimetre Sten machine carbine, Mark Two, to be exact.'
'I've never heard of it.'

'No reason that you should. It hasn't been manufactured for over forty years. But it iswell knownin
military circles, while the blueprints do have acertain historical vaue. | want them returned at once. If
they are returned nothing will be said about the matter. But you must understand, abduction of historica
documentsis no laughing matter.'

'No. It certainly isn't,' Troy agreed. Neither is murder. But how did thisancient gun fit in?'Do you know
why the colonedl was interested in this specific weapon?

'No particular reason, | am sure. | told you he was interested in al weapons of thistype. He was dso
enthusastic about comparing various weapons, and has many times pointed out to me characteristics|
would never have noticed, things that he saw when he actudly had them in hishands. | sncerely hopethis
present difficulty will be. ..’

'Excuse me, I'm sorry to interupt, but you say he held the weapons? Do you have models here?



‘Not models, sir, thered thing. The Army has donated many obsolete weapons, private collectors as
wdl.

Perhapslooking at this old popgun might help to explain McCulloch'sinterest. And yes, Dryer would be
happy to show it to him. "They are not intended for public display,” he explained, unlocking a door and
leading Troy into the darkened depths of the building. It smelled of dust and oil. "We do prepare displays
for museums and the like, when we have the financing, using our duplicates, of course. We have more
than one example of many of our weapons, so in thisway we can preserve the best specimens. Down
here, please.’

Rows of metd bins vanished off into the darkness. There were labels on the shelvesthat Dryer peered at
closaly ashe waked. He stopped in front of ashelf and pointed.

'Herewe are. Now I'll just unwrap it." He picked up abundle of stained canvas and carefully opened it.
The weapon inside was thick with preserving cosmoline. He turned it over as he examined it. ‘No, not
thisone," he said, carefully rewrapping the bundle. "That isan interesting variation, the silenced version,
did yeoman service during the Korean War. The onethat wewant is here...'

Dryer was suddenly silent as he picked up alength of canvas, then dropped it again. He poked into the
darkness of the bin, then stepped back.

'What's wrong? Troy asked.
'l can't understand this. | put it away mysdlf. | know | did. But it's gone. How could that have happened?

How indeed, Troy thought. McCulloch, of course. But why? Instead of getting any smpler, the mystery
was deepening. What could thislast development possibly mean?

Chapter 14

Inthefdl of the year, when the leaves are turning to their autumn golds and redsand ydlows, it isvery
pleasant to drive out of the city on the George Washington Memoria Parkway. Theriver liesbelow with
the forested bluffs risng up behind it, the landscape isamost relaxing one—aslong asit isnot the rush
hour and the parkway has not been jammed solid by the notorious Didtrict traffic. But by mid-afternoon
the cars had thinned out and Troy could drive with little attention to the road. He had |eft the Smithsonian,
deep in troubled thought, and driven away with no destination in mind. Without thinking he had found
himsalf heading for the Pentagon. There were no answersthere. At the next junction he had turned and
driven north, in the opposite direction.

The piecesto this puzzle were al there now, he could fed it. But they still made no sense. How could he
tiein the gold, the murder—and now the missing blueprints and the antique wespon? They were linked
together, he was sure of that, but what did it al mean? And the time machine as well; that had to be the
crux of the situation. All of McCulloch's unusua behaviour had begun after he had been assigned to the
Gnomen project. Something about the project had interested him, started him thinking, reading, going to
the museum—then buying the gold. It had to be that. The answer was at the |ab, and the only way he
could find it would be by concentrating on M cCulloch's movements since he had gone to work there.
That job would have to start now.

Troy pushed down on the accelerator and moved up to the speed limit, turning off at the junction with the
Beltway. When he reached the lab he checked into the security office, but there were no messages. He
thought of talking to the director, then changed his mind. Roxanne had helped him as much as she could.
Whatever had drawn McCulloch's attention was located in Laboratory 9. He headed there.



Bob Kleiman was seated at his desk, acup of cold coffeein front of him, staring into space. He turned
when he heard Troy comein.

'Dead? Murdered? Just like that? | can't get over it, and frankly, | find it hard to take in. | was working
with him, right here on Friday night. Now... Poor Harper. Couldn't something have been done?

'I'm sorry, Bob. When his body was discovered, it wasfar too late. He had been dead for sometime
when we got there.'

'Perhaps earlier?If | had called the police earlier instead of hacking around here and doing nothing—'

'Please. Don't beat yoursalf. He died during the weekend, so there is no possible way that you can
possibly assume any blame. But there is something you can do now to help.'

'What do you mean? Kleiman took a sip of the cold coffee, then made awry face and pushed it away.
'l mean you can help me find the man who murdered him. The police are very certain about who it was.'
‘They are? There was nothing in the papers about it.’

"That's because the facts aren't for public consumption yet. Harper's death isjust part of afar more
important case, onethat is highly classfied. I'm talking about the disappearance of Colone McCulloch.'

'A mystery that, you should pardon my saying this, you shouldn't bother to solve. Old Snarly can stay
vanished and no onewill misshim.'

‘Not even if heisthe onewho killed Harper?

'He did? Kleiman twisted around in his chair and leaned forward. 'Thisisthe truth? He's the momzer
who killed Allan Harper?

'We are dmost certain that heis. And | am equally certain that the murder, his disappearance, aswell as
anumber of other items, that they dl tiein with the Gnomen project.’

'How?
Youtdl me'

Kleiman shook hishead in bewilderment. Y ou'velost me, redlly lost me. What can | possibly tell you
that could help the investigation?

'Y ou can let me know about the project. Theway | seeit something here, something to so with the work
in this laboratory, captured M cCulloch's attention. In order to find out what that was | want to find out
everything that McCulloch knew about the operation here, everything that he might have uncovered on
hisown or that Harper might have told him. For openers, what can you tell me about their relationship?
Werethey very close?

‘Not that | knew. In fact, now that | think about it, they barely talked to each other. If anything | aways
had the feding that Harper was afraid of the Iron Colonel, even hated him. | caught him acouple of times
looking a McCulloch when he didn't know he was being seen, with hisface dl twisted like he would like
to kill the man. But he never said anything a al about it."

"They must have had some sort of relationship—or the colond wouldn't have killed him. Why? Did
Harper know something about him—or perhaps Harper discovered McCulloch doing something herein
thelab...'



"That'simpossible. The colonel was adunce. | doubt if he knew enough about technology to even change
afuse. About thishighly complex and specidized eectronic equipment | can guarantee you that he knew
bubkas, or even less!'

"That's important information. So now we know that he couldn't have operated donein here. If he
somehow did make use of the time machine, then he must have had to have help. Could it have been
Harper who aided him? But you said that the man hated him. So perhaps Harper was being forced to
help him—which would explain hisdidike of the colond. Therewould certainly have been no lovelost if
McCulloch were blackmailing him.'

'Makes agood theory. So what's next?
'Could the colondl and Harper have had access to the equipment when you weren't here?

'Why not? Harper usualy stayed on working here after | left at night. McCulloch could have joined him.
Hedid dmogt dl of the eectronic maintenancein the evenings, so | could set up the experiments during
the day. That'swhy he never camein until after noon. It was agood schedule for both of us.'

Troy rubbed at his jaw as helooked around at the roomful of unknown machinery. He had the strong
sensation that the answer was right here, obvious, waiting for him to pick it up.

'So if they were here aone at night they could run the machine, even make unauthorized experiments?
'l don't think they would do that. For one thing | wouldn't permit it.'
'How would you know?

'A good question.' Kleiman stood and paced back and forth, thinking better on hisfeet. There might bea
record of their staying on here at night, but I'm not sure. | think the guard just logs peoplein and out. But
so what? That just means they were on the spot, but it doesn't say anything about what they were doing.
That means nothing. Did they use the machine? | have no idea. If they Ieft any records of any experiments
I've never seen them. Well never know.’

‘But we have to know. Think. Isn't there arecord book kept of what is done here? Maybe thereisadia
that showsiif the machine has been turned on and off?

'Pease, Troy, don't make thishillion dollar hunk of highly complicated apparatus sound like an office
copying machine that counts the number of copies made. It doesn't work that way. It'sal new, al
experimentd.’

'l know. But there still might be records kept of something. Doesit use things up, you know, like
welding rods or carbon sticksin an arc lamp?

Kleiman drew back and pressed his hand to his chest. 'My God," he gasped. Y ou live in the mechanical
dark ages. Haven't you heard of the new physics? Even in Koreathey get rich now knowing about thet.
Haven't you ever read about solid state circuitry or very large integrated circuits? We don't use radio
tubes or filaments—not to mention your welding rods and carbon sticks—nor switches nor relays or
anything like that any more. It'sdl solid state now, one big lump. The only thingsthat move are the
electrons and you can't see them. The only consumable—other than paper for the printer—is dectricity.'

'Wéll, dectricity then. Isthere ameter? Any record kept of how much you use?

'‘Noway. | suppose we get ahill every month or something like that which someonein the office pays.
Not my department. | know that we use ahell of alot of it. So much so that about ayear back we were



popping breakersin the subgtation and they had to runinanew line...'

Kleiman stopped suddenly and stared into space. Then he blinked and shook his head, turning dowly to
face Troy.

'Do you know what you are? he said. "Y ou are agenius. The Sherlock Holmes of Foggy Bottom. Y ou
act like a nebbish about science—when dl of the time you are leading me by the hand to the answer. I'm
the one who isthe yold. Without your kick up the ass| never would have remembered.’

'Remembered what?

'Remembered about the time when the eectric company got al excited, and we got excited too because
we were losing experiments that crashed when the current pooped out. That was when we Started to
monitor the lineto find out how much juice we were using, keep arecord so they could guarantee a
aufficient supply for usat al times!

Troy felt he was close to an answer now, very close. "What kind of monitor?

"It wasn't redlly amonitor. They tried to bring in one of their ususal recorders, but you should have seen
the mongter. Clanking and sputtering whileit drew agraph on arotating drum. No one wanted the big
dirty thing lesking red ink all over the place. It redly was Stone-Age technology. | remember, they tried
to set it up, but we tossed them out. All of the functions of the equipment here are controlled and
monitored by our mainframe computer. It has| don't know how many K of random access memory on
hard disk, plus ared-time clock and al the extra goodies anyone might possibly want. So one of the
software people wrote a program to monitor the electricity being used, and after that everyone was
happy. We had the records we needed and life was beautiful .

Troy was puzzled. 'But wouldn't this computer meter be disconnected after it was no longer needed?

Kleiman shook his head. 'Y ou got it wrong. We didn't add any meters or junk. Wejust wrote a
program, ingructions for the computer, to remember some factsfor us. All of which operated invisibly
and unseen until someone asked the thing to tell us what had gone on. We even added some inputs of our
own to help usin recording experiments. Very handy it wasin the early days.

‘But you no longer useit?

'We no longer access theinformation. Y ou've got to learn the jargon if you are going to be hanging
around here. Once aprogram is started it will keep running forever unlessyou stop it.' Hewaved his
hand a arow of stedl cabinets. 'It'sal inthere. All you haveto doisask.’

Troy gazed in wonder at the featurel ess doors. 'Are you serious? Can we redly find the record of al the
experiments?

'Every one. Just ask theright question.’
"Then ask!'

'Not me,’ Kleiman said, reaching for the telephone. Thisisthe age of the specidi<t, young man. I'ma
physicigt, not aflow-chart doodler. For thisyou need the right person. Nina Vassdlla, our head
programmer. Shelll know what to do. .. Hello, Nina? Come 'sta? Bene? That'swhat | like to hear.
Look, we got alittle problem down in nine that only you can solve. When? Now, of course. Bea
sweety-pie. That'smy girl. Thanks." He hung up. 'Shelll be right down.’

Ninawas dark, petite, lovely—and she knew her business.



'Of course | remember the program,’ she said. 'Particularly since | wroteit.'
Isit dill running?

‘Undoubtedly. Sinceit would probably crash the entire system if one of you ham-handed masters of
cosmic theory tried to get anywhere near it. And | haven't wiped it. So it must still beticking away. Let's
see!

She pulled the chair over in front of the termind, then spun the adjustment to raiseit up high enough for
her. When she sat down her legs dangled like alittle girl's, her feet not reaching the floor; she twined her
legs around the chair supports. But she knew very well what she was doing. Her fingers flashed over the
keyboard, pulling up amenu of al the programs running, then accessed the one she wanted and checked
it through. Thirty secondslater she leaned back and pointed her thumb at the rows of numbers marching
down the screen.

‘Thereitis. Ready and waiting.'

‘Great!" Kleiman said, patting her on the shoulder. 'Y ou are agenius, baby. Now give usa print-out, if
you please!

'What? There are dl of two years plus of read-out in there. Haven't you heard of the energy crisisand the
paper shortage?

‘That'sthe name of the game. Type.'

She pressed two keys and the high-speed printer against the far wall began to hammer away with a
rapid, paper-tearing sound. The printing head tore back and forth across the endless sheet of fanfold
paper which began to pile up higher and higher inthe wiretray.

'Isthat all you geniuses need now? Ninaasked.
"Thank you, doll, I'll remember you in my will.'

When the printer had finally lapsed into silence, Kleiman tore the paper apart at the end of the last sheet
and carried the book-thick pile of print-out over to his desk.

‘Now welll seewhat wewill see” he said, turning the pack over and pulling free the last pages. 'Right up
to date, yep, heré'sthe one | did thismorning. Now let usflip back abit, to last week-end when the
colond went missing... mamma mia!'

'What isit?

‘Thereit is, right here, late last Saturday, when the joint was supposed to be closed up. Power, man,

power. Whatever they were doing in here they were burning enough juiceto light up Chicago. Weve
never pulled aten-thousandth of that amount. I'm surprised that they didn't vaporize every one of the
circuits. And what'sthis? No, this| do not believe! Too much!’

He pointed to aline of print-out, histhumb on a set of numbers. It looked in no way different to Troy
than anything else on the page. Kleiman flipped through the sheetsin consternation, then back to the

origina page.
He shook his head with disbelief.

'Here, seeit, right there. The polarity of tau input, it's reversed. It shouldn't be like that. We never do



that—look at al the others. The results were cons stently negative, we abandoned that approach.’

Troy held hisimpatience under tight control. "'What does it mean? Thistau thing. Why doesit bother
you?

'It doesn't bother me—it'sjust impossible, that'swhat. It can't be done. But it has been done!’

The paper dipped from Kleiman'sfingers and fell to the floor. He turned to Troy, and when he spoke
again hisvoice was hushed, hisface drawn.

'Whatever was moved in time wasn't moved forward. It was sent in the opposite direction. Sent back in
time—to the past.’

Chapter 15

Troy accepted the fact of time travel without hesitation. Why shouldn't he? He had grown up in the age of
technologica miracles. Firgt there had been the atomic bomb, well before his birth, then, one after
another, the hydrogen bomb, atomic energy, jet aircraft that could fly faster than sound, followed by
orbiting satellites, and lasily the amost unbelievable, redl-time televison pictures of men waking onthe
Moon. There seemed no end to the cornucopia output of the laboratories and he, like many others, had
stopped trying to understand how they worked. They just did. He had used dectronic guided missilesin
the Army. Y ou pressed the button and they went. That's al that you had to know.

S0 you pressed another button and something travelled through time. There wasredlly no difference. The
only question was—what had the machine been used for? What was it that M cCulloch and Harper had
sent backwards in time? Wasit the gold? What would that have possibly accomplished? But if it hadn't
been the gold—then what had it been?

When the question was asked this way, the answer became obvious. The pieces fitted together at last.
Troy spun about and called out to Kleiman, who did not hear him. The physicist was muttering to himsalf
as he pawed hisway through the sheets of print-out. Troy had to raise his voice to get the man's
attention.

'What? Kleiman said, looking up and blinking distractedly. "What did you say?

'l asked you, can you tell from the figures how big the thing was that was sent through your time
machine?

'How big? Its mass, you mean? Y es, we can find out. I'll have to work out the equation though, the tau
settings against the power consumed as the factoria aspects...'

‘Can you tell me now, even roughly, how big amass can be moved through time?

"Though we have only used small objects up until now thereistheoretically no limiting factor on size. If
we had afield big enough, why, | suppose that we could move the Washington Monument. Thereis
nothing in the theory that precludesthe posshility.’

Troy hestated before he said it. 'If that's true, then it iswithin reason, it is possible—that ahuman being
could be sent through time?

'Y es, why not, mass is mass—' Kleiman stopped, and he tilted his head as he looked a Troy. 'Areyou
getting at what | think you are getting at? Isit your theory that this explains the colone's sudden

disappearance?



'Possbly. It might explain alot of things. The way he committed those brutal murdersjust to buy himsdlf
sometime. Then there was his apparent indifference to leaving atrail that could be followed later. Why
should he care what crimes he committed—if he were no longer here to face the consequences of his
acts?

'Y oureright, hewouldn't carein the dightest. If his escape through time were possible. But during the
research to date we never even considered using living creaturesin our experiments. It might very well be
lethal, we don't know. It was never tried.’

I& tryll
‘Spoken in the true spirit of science. And | know just what we need.'

Kleiman rooted around in his desk until he found the in-house tel ephone directory. He checked a
number, then push-buttoned it into the phone. Then leaned back in his chair with hisfeet on the desktop
asheligenedtoit ring.

'Isthat you, Hugo? Y es, Bob Kleiman here. | know, long time no see. Thisisabig place, we're dl
overworked. Listen, | got aquestion for you if you've got amoment. Gregt. Y ou remember about SiX
monthsago | set up asmall field generator for you, so you could check out the effect of thetau field on
cdlular life? Any results? Well, no newsis good news. Did you ever move on from unicdlular formsthe
way you said you would? Good newsindeed, white mice. Maybe | can help. | want to put one through
the entirefield at full strength. Right—I thought you would be interested. But please send me one that you
are not too fond of, because there is no guarantee how hedlthy it will be after it has zipped itsway
through the space-time continuum. Y ou're a bubeleh, thanks." He hung up the phone and turned back to

Troy.

'A messenger ison theway. I'll set up the experiment now and well soon have the answer to at least one
of your questions.’

It was avery small white mouse. It had pink eyes and apink nose, and sat up whileit daintily cleaned its
whiskerswith itsfront paws. It looked on with interest while its cage was placed on the laser marker at
the experimenta ste.

‘Blagt off,' Kleiman said, pressing the button that initiated the experiment. The cage vanished. 'I'm giving it
afull five minutes. The darm will sound ten seconds before return. Now let me check this print-out again.
Because | have been doing some thinking mysdif. It is obvious by hindsight that those jokers must have
run some kind of experiment that we never thought of. Some way of finding if past projection works, a
way of testing the theory experimentally without getting involved in time paradoxes.”

'You'velost meagan.'

‘Sorry. But like it or not, when we begin to talk about reverse time flow we very quickly find ourselves
getting involved with the old saw about what would happen to meif | went back intime and killed my
grandfather before my mother was born.'

'What would happen?

"That's the question. If | killed him, why then | could never be born, so | couldn't have gone back and
killed him, therefore—'

‘A paradox.’

‘Correct. We never found away to set up an experiment that would get around this difficulty. And of



course very brief time movements were out of the question. We had proof of that before we even
Sarted.'

'Y ou wouldn't care to explain that in some detail, because once again | haven't the dightest idea of what
you are talking about.’

'It's obvious. We never found anything lying on the transmission Site on the rock—so we never sent
anything back that we could find lying on the rock. So we didn't try. If we had found something
unexpected on the test Site we would have known that we in the future had sent it back in timeto be
found, so therefore we would have to make the experiment later to send it back. It gets complicated.’

"You think that it is complicated!" Troy burst out laughing. 'Can you imagine how it looks to me? This stuff
isjust not in my league. After high school | went to college, graduated with a BA in history, then was
instantly snapped up by the draft. For acouple of years| got shot at, so | learned how to shoot back. |
stayed in the Army after thewar. I've forgotten most of my history but | know alot about modern
wesponry, aswell as how to stay alive when alot of other guys aretrying to kill me. But about all this
equipment here, | know—what was that word you used?—bupkas.’

'A good word. It's Yiddish for goat shit. And what could be of less vaue than that?
'Nothing. Bupkas. For openers, | don't even know why that rock isthere.’

Kleiman looked at the mass of grey graniterising out of the floor and nodded. That's an easy one. When
you think of time you haveto think of physical movement. Not only do people move around in physica
gpace during any given timeinterval, but the Earth aso revolves around the sun. While the entire solar
sysem itsdf ismoving through interstellar space. Thisisacomplication that we luckily do not haveto
face. Thetau fiedd works in what we call world time. That means that objects are displaced in time—but
not in space. An object on top of that rock will move minutesinto the future and still be on top of that
rock. Which iswhy we useit. If we used something like aworkbench instead, there is aways the chance
that someone might move the bench. The object would move in time to the space where the workbench
used to be—but no longer is. Crash, tinkle, the experiment hits the floor. Therefore our pet rock. This
very solid object isahundred per cent metamorphic granite. It has been on this spot for a couple of
million years, and hopefully will be there for aslong again. The preliminary research was done before my
time, but | understand that a geologica survey was made of the area before thislab was built. In asense
it was built here, because that ssonewas here...'

The ping of the bell interrupted him. They turned to the rock just in time to see the cage regppear. The
mouse was Sitting up, looking at them. It hurried over and sniffed Troy's finger when he put it between the
bars.

'Another question answered,’ Kleiman said cheerfully, picking up the cage and smiling at itsvery lively
occupant. Timetravel isgood for you. A tonic. This mouse never looked better. Hugo will be happy to
get the results.” The smile vanished. 'So, to answer your earlier question. Yes, theiron colonel could have
escaped through time. How or why, | have no idea.’

‘Then well just haveto find out. Y ou're doing great so far. Do those figurestell you how far into the past
he went?

"Thosefigurestell melittle or nothing &t the present moment. We must calibrate—and we can savetime
by finding out how McCulloch and company calibrated their own experiments. For openers we can
reverse the equation that we use for future displacement. However thereis no guarantee that the terms
will work precisaly in reverse. But McCulloch and Harper must have done something to cdibrate the
time displacement or they wouldn't have dared risk the big trip. If they did it—we can follow their lead,



get their results and use them oursalves. Let me seeif | can find their traces. Therés acoffee machinein
the corner. Pour us a couple of cupswhile | browse through the print-outs looking for their footsteps. It
shouldn't takelong.’

It didn't. By thetime they werefinishing their coffee, Kleiman had found the entry he waslooking for.

'Eurekal Which, in caseyour classical education was deficient, is Greek for | havefound it. Thereare
some smaller probing experiments here, alot of them, but | looked for abig one. And hereit is. It took
place alittle over ayear ago. Look at the juice they used! Don't show the electricity bill to the tax payers.
Now some quick work with the math.’

Kleiman checked the figures twice, and the results remained the same. He scribbled on aruled pad, then
tore off the sheet and passed it to Troy. 'December tenth, nineteen forty-one,' he said.

Troy looked &t it. Thisisthe arrival date?

'Correct. Something weighing approximately fifteen kiloswas sent back to that date. Or at least | think
that isthe date. The massis correct, but the date is smply an inversion of the future equation. It may not
check out exactly, but we can do the same thing they did to find out. Check the newspapers. Whatever
they sent back had to be unusua enough to make news. A rabid wolf, twenty-five plucked and
deep-frozen two-headed chickens, | don't know what. But you can be sure that whatever they sent, it
was something odd enough so that they knew it would be noticed and reported in the papers.’

'Areyou sure of this?

'Nope. But it's a good enough theory to start with. Why don't we split the work? I'll keep analysing the
print-out and put together alist of how much they sent and when. While I'm doing that you drive over to
the Washington Post and look through their filesfor that date. If there is nothing recorded, look forward
and backwards until you do find something. It has to be there or M cCulloch wouldn't have gone ahead
with hisnefarious plans!

'l agree. How late will you be here?

'Unitil you phone." Kleiman placed his hand on his heart and looked heavenward. 'l break along-standing
ruleto be out of the shop by five and into the first martini by five-thirty. No sacrifice istoo greet for the
cause. Go, and come back with your shield or uponit. | want good newsor noneat dl. Youcandoit.'

Why not, Troy thought, as he drove back into the city. Just stick with it until he uncovered sometrace.
Hewould do this because he had the sure knowledge that the information was there. McCulloch had
found it—and so would he.

Thefilesa the Post were well organized. Copies of back issues were available for consultation or
purchase. But in order to save space, after some weeks had gone by, the newspapers were stored on
microfilm. Troy filled out an order form for the December 1941 redl and pressed the button on the
counter to call the clerk. There wasalong wait. He didn't appear until Troy rang the bell again.

'Petience, brother, patience,’ he said. A mulatto youth with an impressive afro, the hair slanding out a
good eight inches from hishead. Hetook the call dip from Troy and vanished back into thefiles. But
returned in less than aminute and gave the dip back to Troy.

'‘Can't doit, he said. 'Noway | can oblige you with thisone.’

'Why not?



'It's not there, man, that's why not. Happens once in awhile. Sometimes they get misfiled, sometimesthe
dudes even walk away with them. Thisisahard world. It could have happened along time ago for dl |
know. We hardly ever get requestsfor stuff thisold. Thered might have been missing for months even.
But whatever happened—this oneisgonefor sure!

Chapter 16
The colond had got therefirdt.

Troy looked down at the dip and knew that their suppositions must have been correct. McCulloch had
been here, had found what he had wanted, then had covered histracks.

'What about the period just before or after this? Troy asked. '‘Could | see them?

‘Thisisredly your bad day, man, because you are still shit out of luck. We get about four months of
newspaper on every red of film. The date you want is somewhereright in the middle of that spoal.’

'But—this can't be the only copy you have. Don't you have permanent records on file?

"We got the master in the vault, for a back-up. People got no respect for property these days. These
public prints get scratched and torn and thumb-printed to death. So we make new ones whenever they're
needed. But that takestime. | put the order in now, be at least three days before we get it back.'

'l don't have the time. Would it be possibleto look at the master?

The clerk shook hishead inadow no. 'No way. We got rules here. The masters stay in the vault. No
way | can let oneout. You'l just have to keep your cool and come back when the new print isready.’

They were donein the room. Troy took out hiswallet and extracted atwenty dollar bill. He placed it on
the counter; the clerk's eyesfollowed it. ‘Couldn't we make an exception just this once? Troy asked. The
clerk took a step backwards and looked around.

'Man, you trying to bribe me?

'Yes.

It'saded. | don't like the mothersthat run this place.’ The bill vanished and fifteen seconds later the film
appeared inits place. The clerk touched hisfinger to hislips. Thisisgoing to be our secret. Usethefirst
viewer there and let me have the film back before you split.

‘Thanks. This shouldn't take long."

But it did. He could find nothing on the tenth of December, no matter how he searched, that might
possibly be reevant. He went through thisissue of paper three timesto make sure. All right then, keep
searching, Bob Kleiman had said that he couldn't be certain of the exact date. He would just have to
keep looking.

An hour later hefound the item.
Thiswasit. It had to be; it fitted perfectly. A smal article on the second page.
INVASION SCARE IN MARYLAND

Mysterious Exploson and Lights Cause Great Alarm



The possibility of aGerman invason alarmed hundreds as a series of explosonsand flaring lights near
Clewerwall broke the silence of the night. Police and firemen were called out and found the Site easily
since the explosions continued for over two hours on arocky prominence close to Saunders Farm. It
was thework of pranksters, reported Police Chief O'Sullivan. A metal box was recovered that had been
filled with flare launchers of the kind used a seaiin time of distress. The perpetrators of the hoax were not
found.

Thereit was. This had to beit. Troy returned theroll of film and had a photoprint made of the page.
When heleft he found himsdlf in the middle of heavy traffic asthe civil service employees poured out of
the officesin their endlesswaves. By the time he had returned to the project it was after Six.

'Message for you,' the guard at the gate said. 'Doctor Kleiman saysfor you to meet him in the director's
office.

‘Thanks, I'm on my way.'

Roxanne Delcourt had the bar open and was stirring amixer full of gibsonswhen Troy camein. Bob
Kleiman was dready sipping alarge one.

'Any luck? he asked.

‘A lot,’ Troy said. 'McCulloch stole the original newspaper record, or at least someone did. But | got
hold of a duplicate—here'sacopy. With the exact date,’

‘A drink? Roxanne asked, while Kleiman read the clipping. She passed it over. 'Bob caught me before |
left for the night, told me what you two had found out. He thinks that you're a better detective than Dick

Trecy.'

'I'am. Thanks, just what | needed.’ Troy drank deep. 'It wasjust amatter of persstence. McCulloch left
atral—and wefollowed it

"That's easy to say now. But none of thiswould have been discovered if you hadn't been here. Aside
from the McCulloch matter, what you have found out will have the most tremendous impact on our work.
| suppose we would have eventually worked out the reverse tau, but we hadn't even scheduled
experimentsin that direction. What we have hereisawhole new bal game. Thanksto you.'

'Please—I'll get aswollen head. I'm glad that this has helped you in your work, but | till have my own to
do. McCullochisathief and amurderer and | am staying with thisuntil | find him.'

Kleiman handed the copy of the newspaper article to Roxanne. 'Not much chance of that if your quarry
has dipped away through time. If he's done that—forget it."

Why?

'Wéll, for one good reason, if he went back more than fifty years, why then heis surely dead by now and
the caseisclosed.’

'What if he went back only afew years, taking the gold with him?If he did that, why then, heis till out
there somewhere. If heis—then | intend to find him. Therefore my next question, the important one. If he
did use the machine to move back in time—can you find out exactly how far he went? Do you think that
the last big experiment you found in the record, that thiswasredly him?

'Don't know. | got sidetracked after you left and didn't work out the figures. Thiswhole breakthrough
became so important that the reason for the entire investigation vanished from my pointed head. Sorry. Il



get ontoiit.’
"Finish your drink first, Roxanne said. 'What's doneis done. Part of history. It will wait.'
"True enough,’ Troy said. 'But | would till like to know the date. It might reveal the motive!

'| gave the motive to you, remember? Kleiman said. 'Shlep that gold back in time, invest it, pop back to
the present, then walk around to the bank and collect it and you are an instant millionaire.’

'Wrong,' Roxanne said. "Y ou're forgetting the most important thing.'

'l am," Kleiman agreed. "It won't work, of course. Timetravel isaone-way trip. Y ou can go—but you
can't get back. Maybe you could if you took al of Lab Ninewith you. If you didn't do that, then you are
just not going to return. But that <till doesn't destroy my theory. Take that amount of gold back to
nineteen-thirty, during the Depression when there were no liquid assets, and you would be arich man. |
bet that'swhat he did.'

Troy shook his head. 'It just doesn't ring true. The motive doesn't fit the man. Asfar aswe can tell
McCulloch had everything materia that he wanted right here. So the Smple explanation of going back in
time to be wealthy, that doesn't fit. It doesn't explain the books that he read, or al of the research he did.
And what about the stolen blueprints and the gun? He had something in mind, some sort of motive that
we have yet to discover.’

'I'm with you now, Sherlock,” Kleiman agreed. 'Find the motive and you'll find the man. Therefore | put
my rusty-trusty pocket calculator to work. I've still got the readings here. It could have been aman who
was sent back. The mass of the object was ninety-five point four fivekilos!'

"The colond couldn't-have weighed that much,” Roxanne said.

'No," Troy agreed. 'But that weight would beright if he were carrying abag—aong with a quarter of a
million dollars worth of gold.’

'Of course. Let's see what Bob comes up with.'

'I've got to make a correction firgt," Kleiman muttered, working away at the keys. The arrival datewasa
good dedl distant from the onethat | predicted. So we put the difference into seconds, good enough for a
rough estimate now, dividethe differenceinto thetime...'

They watched him in silence, each deep in thought. Roxanne Delcourt found it hard to even consider the
colonel who had started dl this, because the impact of the discovery wastoo great. The project that she
had devoted so much time and energy to was opening out in new and exciting ways.

Troy could not forget McCulloch that easily. A killer. Therewas avery sick man locked away inddethe
smooth exterior, hidden so well that no one had ever suspected him. Could he be found and brought to
justice? There was no telling. This entire matter was getting too deep.

'Got it," Kleiman announced, waving the calculator over his head. 'Now thisis not exact, since | have
rounded out the figures to smplify the equation for the moment. But there can't be more than just afew
dayserror, say aweek at the outside, either way. Of that | am pretty sure...’

'Robert,’ Roxanne broke in. 'Enough of the lecture. The date, if you please.’

'Yes, sorry. Allowing for the variations | just mentioned, the ninety-five kilogram-plus mass was sent
back in time over one hundred and twenty-four years. So, Troy, you don't have to worry about finding



Old Snarly any more. He's been long since dead and buried. But that ill leavesthe basic question.’
'l know,' Troy said. 'Mativation.'

'Absolutely correct. The question that lies behind everything. Why on earth did he want to leave the
pleasures, pains and antibiotics of the twentieth century to go back to the year of our Lord, eighteen
fifty-eght?

Chapter 17

The stack of documents that made up the McCulloch file was very impressive. Assembled together they
stood at least afoot high. Troy had transferred them dl from the house on Massachusetts Avenue to the
officein the security building at the [ab, the one that had formerly been the colond'’s. Now his. It wasa
far better place to study them, here where M cCulloch himself had worked.

Colonel Wedey McCulloch, Westo hisfriends. Troy settled himsdf behind the desk, pulled aruled
yellow pad towards him, and wrote Wes at the top. He wanted to get to know the man, to get inside his
skin and redlly understand him. The clues he was looking for were somewherein this stack of paper. If
he studied them closdy enough, learned what made the man redlly tick—then followed histrail through
the documented history of hislife—the reason for everything that had happened would surely emerge.

He broke for coffee at eleven o'clock, stretched and rubbed at the small of hisback. It wastiring, just
sitting there and leaning over the desk. But the yellow pad wasfilling up and a shadowy picture of the
man was beginning to emerge. He hated to leave it. Bringing the coffee back to the office he stood and
looked out of the window. Just as McCulloch must have stood and looked numberlesstimes. He must
learn to see with that man's eyes. Whatever he looked at now, he wanted to seeit just asWes
McCulloch had seenit. A knock at the door cut through his thoughts. He turned about just asit opened.

'My nameisVan Diver," the uniformed man in the doorway said. ‘Mg or Van Diver.'

Hewalked in and, over his shoulder, Troy could see anumber of officers and noncomsin the outer
office; then the door closed.

'May | ask just what the hell isgoing on? Troy said.

Themaor nodded, his pink jowls flapping when he moved his head. He had thin blond hair and
obvioudy artificid whiteteeth; hiswatery blue eyes blinked from behind sted-rimmed glasses. I'm
reieving you,' he said. 'Here are the orders. I ssued this morning at the Pentagon. Lieutenant...'

Helingered over thislast word, atight little cold smile on hislips—which opened dightly as histeeth
peeked out between them, then dipped back. He must have had abadly fitting upper plate; he kept
pushing it back and forth with histongue. Troy ignored this disconcerting sight as he read through the
officia papers. They seemed very much in order. Thewheds of the military werefinaly grinding on this
case and he had been squeezed out. He handed back the orders.

‘All right, Mgor. It will take me about a half an hour to clear my desk and get al my papers together—'

'No. All of the records stay here—and you get out as of now. The troops outside don't know it but |
know what's going on around here. | know that you are just a sergeant attached to one of the spook
outfits. When | said you were relieved, sergeant, | meant it. In every way. | don't hold with al the
goddamn undercover agenciesthat proliferate under the present administration. The Army can conduct
itsown investigations of an officer, that'swhat we have military intelligence for. Y ou took over this
investigation a alow level, something to do with gold. That's finished now. Thisisamgor case. Youre



out. The records stay here. | hope that 1've made that clear. Dismissed, sergeant.’

Troy opened his mouth to speak—then dowly closed it. He had received his orders. That wasit. Period.
There was nothing that he could say that would change the situation. The work he had done, the work
that till needed doing, the theories he had, none of thiswas relevant. He was out and that's dl there was
toit. He had no choice, no choice at dl.

He snapped to attention and sduted; Mgjor Van Diver returned it. Then he turned on his hed, went to
the office door, opened it, and walked out. Through the office, not looking to the left or right, and out to
the parking lot to his car. He gtarted it up and drove dowly down the drive to the gate, watching it swing
wide a his approach. The guard nodded and he waved back as he drove past. Only after he was well
clear of the grounds did the knot of tension in hismidriff dowly begin to ease away. He smiled, then
laughed aloud as he drove.

'I've been relieved!" he shouted as the buildings grew smaller in hisrearview mirror, then vanished from
sght. 'New orders cut. The specidiststaking over! Well go ahead, you government issue assholes. You
pinheads are never going to find out athing. Y ou're dumb. Y ou relieved me—but you never even thought
to take back my security pass.’

He patted the pocket whereit lay. By the numbers, he knew how they would work. Knew how little they
would find out. Let them. This case was his and hewas still working onit. Or was he? That wasredly up
to the admiral. He would have to see him at once; he headed for the Digtrict. On the way in he passed a
barbecue drive-in and redlized that he hadn't easten for over six hours. After finishing asandwich he
telephoned the admira's secretary from the phone booth, in the gas ation next door. Y es, the admiral
wasin. Hewould see Troy in thirty minutes.

Admira Colonne did not seem surprised in the dightest by the Army's action in relieving Troy. He sucked
on his pipe and nodded as he listened to the details.

'SOP," he said. 'This agency has performed its function, we have watched the watcher and have made
our report. Now the watchman is gone. End of our responsbility. The regulars move in and we step
aside. Standard operating procedure. The caseis closed.’

'I'msorry, Sir, but | don't believethat it is. Y ou assigned me to investigate the colonel, to determine the
reason why he was buying al that gold. That fact hasn't been determined yet. In the meantime McCulloch
has disappeared, after committing anumber of crimeswhich the police and G2 areinvestigating. All well
and good. But the origina caseis ill open and unsolved.'

The admira nodded. 'l can understand your point of view. But what do you think you can possibly
accomplish—that other departments can't?

'l canfind out what redlly happened. I've had some good results so far, you've seen my report. And I've
redly only just started. There hasto be atie-in between the gold, the murders and the thefts. When | find
the answer to one I'll know the answer to them all.’

'Y ou believe that you can do this?

'l think that | can, Sir. After dl of the time and energy dready invested in thiscase, I'm only asking for a
bit moretime. At least the chanceto try. Am | till on the case?

The admira gazed through the cloud of smoke for amoment in silence. Then nodded. 'Y ou are. | agree
with your thinking. Asfar asthis department is concerned the investigation of Colonel McCullochisdill in
the active file. What do you intend to do next?



'Ask the admiral's permission to contact al of the agencies who submitted documents on the investigation
of McCulloch. | want copies of their reports. That major booted me out so fast | couldn't even take
aong my notes!

'Impossible. Although you and | think differently, QCIC isofficialy locked out of thisinvestigation. Even
if I requested the information the other agenciesinvolved would be sureto refuse.’

'Damn!’ Troy jumped to his feet and paced the length of the conference room. Samming hisfigt into his
palm, over and over again. That tearsit. I'll never get the man without those records. I'm stupid. | should
have made copies of the documents the ingtant they arrived.’

The admiral nodded agreement. 'Y ou've come late to the decision that | reached decades ago. Establish
aworking routine. The instant a paper comes through the front door acopy is made for thefiles. I'm sure
that after thislittle object lesson you will agree on the intelligence of that procedure. ..

'Did you—were copies made of all thesefiles?

'Of course. | said that it was standard procedure. I'll have duplicates of them made now and sent to that
cubby in the basement that you have been using for an office.’ He raised his hand. 'No don't thank me.
QCIC ismy department. | want to see this case resolved to our satisfaction just as much asyou do.’

Troy could not contain his enthusiasm. 'It'stremendous, | have to thank you, you've saved my bacon. I'm
going to crack thisthing yet.'

'l look forward to receiving your report.’
Troy started to leave, then turned before he reached the door. ‘May | ask you a persond question, Sir?
'Y ou may ask. Thereisno guarantee that | will answer.'

'It'snot really that personal, more apoint of information. It's, just what did you do in the Navy? I'm not
knocking the Navy, don't misunderstand me, in fact the way you run thisintelligence operation, maybe |
have been wrong about Navy organization.’

"Then again maybe you haven't. The Navy does have atendency to work by the book and to show little
imagination. Perhapsthat iswhy | am here. Then again—perhaps | never wasin the Navy at dl.
Congder yoursdf, you have never been alieutenant—but you're wearing the uniform of one right now. |
suggest we leaveit at that for the time being. | look forward to receiving your progress reports.’

It was probably the best answer that he could expect. Troy went down to his cubby and buried himself in
the work. The papers gradually spread out to cover the desk, and even dopped over onto the floor as he
tried to arrange them in some sort of coherent order. It was only after he had worked hisway through the
entire, laborioudy detailed FBI report, that he hit paydirt. A three page evauation of McCulloch's
persondity that had been anadysed from his persond history and medical records by a government
psychiatrist.

It was heavy going, and very Freudian. Much was made of the colond's having left home at an early age;
this opportunity to speculate about materna rejection and sibling rivary led to some fancy theorizing.
Troy flipped through the pages until he came to the summeation.

It ismy conclusion therefore, tempered as | have stated earlier by the regrettable fact that | have
never met the subject, that he has a strong paranoid personality, whose adjustment to lifeis
further hampered by schizophrenic interludes. He feels that he has been passed over by othersless
qualified than he, that his lack of successis not his own responsibility, but rather the fault of



society. His service in the structured military has enabled him to operate in a reasonably
satisfactory manner despite these handicaps. But his military record, and the charges of murder
during active service in Vietnam, even though the charges were later dropped, is evidence of
strong homicidal tendencies. It is not that he does not know right from wrong, but rather that he
believes himself right at all times and wishes to impose hiswill on those he knows to be wrong.
Most important, in a serving officer, are his repressed but still violently held anti-Negro
sentiments. His early membership in the Klan supports this conclusion. His deepest motivations
are those of hatred. | firmly believe that he will not suppress these feelings much longer.

'Didn't need ashrink to tell methat, Troy said, dropping the papers onto the laden desk, then
unconscioudy wiping hisfingerson histrousers leg. 'Felt that the first time | saw him. At least this proves
it. But what elsedo | know?

One by one he picked up what he felt were the relevant documents and stacked them to one side, away
from the others. He tapped them with hisfingers, speaking aloud to clarify histhoughts.

"The shrink saysthat McCulloch isahomicida violently racist nut case from way back in the Mississippi
dashes. Now we have to add to that the police report that he killed three people in order to push his
secret plan through. All we know about this plan isthat it involves alarge quantity of gold, aswell asa
sub-machine-gun, complete with blueprints for same. Since M cCulloch went to agreat ded of effort to
obtain these items we can be reasonably certain that they were important to him. If he travelled back in
time the chances are that he brought them with him. To the year eighteen fifty-eight. Why? And why that
year? What was important about it? Nothing that | can remember. A relatively quiet period in American
history, with nothing much happening to make it memorablein any way. A lot of politicking and trouble
between the different states, but the Civil War didn't start for two and ahaf more years.

'l don't know what heisup to!" Troy shouted, in sudden anger, damming hisfists down on the piles of
paper. 'All 1 know isthat heis up to no good, no damned good &t al. People are going to get killed—or
why dseis he carrying that weapon around? And, knowing the colond, | don't need acrystd ball to tell
methat alot of these people are going to be black. I'm sure of that.'

But anger wasn't the solution. Any explanations of the colond's motivations would be found by reason
and logic, not by emation. Troy tore off his note and put them to one side, then started a fresh sheet of
paper. Question; what had the colondl taken with him? Answer; gold, the gun, the blueprints.

Question; how did thesefit together?

Answer; not eadly. Think. Gold ismoney, the kind of money that is good any time, any place. When
McCulloch arrived back in 1858 he would be arich man—and he was certainly going to berich in the
South. No chance of him going North! Hewould dive into Dixie, good Old dave-holding Dixie. He
would beright at home there. This done would be motivation enough for aman with his preudicesto
meake the trip back through time. Livein theland he loved best, where integration was just a mathemetical
term. Great. But why did he pick the year 1858? Within three short years the Civil War would begin and
the world the colonel loved would disappear forever. If he went back to 1830, or even earlier, he could
liveafull life cracking the whip over the darkies backs. He would love that. But thisway, 1858, he only
had a couple of yearsto enjoy the fun.

But he had taken more than gold. The gun. The approaching war—and the deadly sub-machine-gun.
They went together. They fitted together.

Troy had a sudden, terrible and depressing fedling that he had hit on the truth. No, it couldn't be possible.
Butit was possible. It had been done. The colonel had gone back in time with hisgold and his blueprints



and hisgun.

The psychiatrist's report had suggested that M cCulloch was a paranoid with crimina schizophrenic
tendencies. That was another way of saying that he wasinsane. And hisideawasinsane. Just about the
most insane ideathat a certified nut case had ever dreamed up.

Colond McCulloch had travelled back in time to change the outcome of the Civil War.

He wanted to ater history so that the South would win.

Chapter 18

'What exactly isthe question that you are asking? What things are specia about the Sten-gun? | am
afraid that | don't take your meaning, Sir,' Dryer said. The curator turned the submachinegun over and
over in his hands as though he were searching for an answer.

"Then I'm not expressing mysdlf very well,' Troy said. 'Let metry again. We have acommon ground in
that neither of uslooks at gunsin the same way that the man in the street does. Y ou are curator of the
technologica archives here, aspecidist in wegpons of dl kinds, I'm aspecidist too. I've used themin the
field. Asdid Colond McCulloch...'

‘The colond, yes. Y ou were in about him some days ago, weren't you? Have you recovered my missing
itemsyet?

'No, but the caseis till being worked on. That'swhy | need to know more about the gun the colonel
walked away with. Isit aparticularly accurate wegpon? Does it have ahigh rate of fire, or low rate of
stoppages?

'No, quite the opposite, in fact. It was agun designed in agreat rush at the beginning of the Second
World War. Therate of fireisdow, it isnot very accurate—and the clip has atendency to jam.’

‘Not very attractive indeed,’ Troy said. He picked the gun up himsalf now and ran hisfinger dong the
crude weldsthat held the receiver to the metal tube that formed the stock. 'Were many of them
manufactured?

'‘Over four millionindl.

‘That'san awful lot of guns. But why? If the wegpon was as unsatisfactory as you say, why on earth did
they make so many?

"Y oung man, you must understand the Situation that existed at the time. The Germans were winning the
war hands down. France and the Low Countries had been lost and the British were facing this deadly foe
amost sngle-handedly. And they were fighting with few if any modern wegpons. Despite dl of the clear
lessons about the future of modern warfare that the Spanish Civil War had spelled out, the British began
the war without a submachinegun of any kind. It was atime of panic, the Germans were expected to
invade a any moment. So any wegpon was better than no wegpon. This particular gun, the Sten-gun,
was conceived in an amosphere of extreme haste and emergency. Although it had dl of the shortcomings
| mentioned, it was nevertheless very smpleto produce. Subcontractors literaly made partsin converted
barns and sheds. And it was cheap. Each one costing in the neighbourhood of around two pounds and
ten shillingsif my memory serves me correctly. That islessthan six dollars. An unbdievable suminthis
day of multi-million dollar wegpons. So Sten-guns were churned out by the millions. Thisugly littlegun
proved to be one of the most outstanding weapons in the Allied armoury. And that was only the Mark
One, mind you. The Mark Two had an even more interesting history.’



Dryer laid the gun to one side, then unwrapped the other weapon that he had brought out of the
storeroom. If it were possible, this one was even uglier than the previous one. There were file markson
the receiver, rough welds on the bolt housing. Dryer patted it affectionately.

‘Over two million of these were made—in less than two years. Probably the most basic automatic
weapon ever conceived, certainly the most basic submachinegun. The barrel isasmple stedl tube held in
place by a screwed-on jacket, the stock nothing but a piece of bent tubing. See, the firing mechanism
could not be smpler, little more than abolt and aspring. Y ou pull thetrigger and it blasts away. Sprays
bullets like water from ahose. A deadly—yet simple—wespon.'

'‘Smpleistheword. It couldn't be cruder if it were made by hand.'

Dryer smiled and patted the gun. 'But it was, Mr Harmon. Resi stance fightersin many countries did make
copies by hand. This one was manufactured in Copenhagen by the Danish resistance, right under the
Germans noses!’

The pieces of McCulloch's plan were beginning to click into place. Troy remembered very little about the
wespons that the Civil War had been fought with—but he was certain that no gun like this had existed a
the time. The colondl might be insane—but that did not mean that he was stupid. He knew weapons, he
knew tactics—and he knew war. He had fought in Nam where a primitive army, fighting with weapons
not even as good as this one, had licked the most technologically advanced country in the world.
McCulloch must have learned his lesson well.

'Isthere anything else | can tell you? The words cut through Troy's dark thoughts, and he shook his
head.

'No, no thank you, Mr Dryer. Y ou've been of immense help. WEell let you know if there are any
developmentsin this case. But just between the two of us, | think you had better write the gun and the
blueprints off as shrinkage. Y ou'll not get them back.

'Oh, dear, that isbad news. The blueprints can of course be replaced, but the weapon itself was unique.’
'Sorry. Good day, Mr Dryer, and thank you again for the help.'

The drive out to the laboratory was aquick one, and Troy had only a single moment'sworry as he drove
up to the outer gate and the guard waved him down. Had Mgor Van Diver remembered his security
pass—and had it cancelled?

'Message for you, Lieutenant. From Doctor Delcourt. She saysfor you to come to her office when you
getin
"Thanks, Charley, I'll go there now.'

He drove the opposite way around the buildings to avoid the security office. If they had forgotten about
his pass he wasn't going to remind them abouit it by |etting them see him now. He used the back stairsthat
emerged closeto the director's office.

The secretary sent him right in. Bob Kleiman was there, sprawled back in achair and sipping from amug
of coffee; he waved hello with hisfree hand. Roxanne looked up from the papers spread across her desk
and smiled.

‘Troy, comein,’ she said. "Y ou got my message then. Y our office said that you weren't in, but they would
let you know.'



'l was on my way herein any case; the guard at the gate told me you wanted to see me!’

'Yes. Tolet you know that we have pinned down exactly the temporal displacement your Colonel
McCulloch used.' She picked a sheet of paper off her desk. 'He returned to this date, to the Fourth of
July, eighteen fifty-eight. It appearsthat our friend the colonel must be quite apatriot.’

'l doubt that very much. He must have other reasons atogether. Probably wanted to be sure that he
could arrive there without being seen. On the glorious Fourth everyone might be watching the parades
and that kind of thing.

'I'm sure that you areright. | never thought about it that way.'

'l have,' Troy said, grimly. 'For sometime now | have been trying to get inside the colond's head, to
reason like him—react like him. | think that | have succeeded to some degree. But it'snot very nicein
there. The colond isasickie. | won't go into every step of the logic involved, but | am pretty certain now
that | know what plan he had in mind. It may sound alittle far-fetched, so try not to laugh when | tell
you.'

'Nothing islaughable about that man,’ Kleiman said. 'Allan Harper was my friend. That poisoning, that
was an awful way to die!’

They listened, patiently, with disbelief at firs—then with growing understanding. 'Y ou make a strong
cae,' Roxanne said, ‘and what you say could betrue. It isan insane idea—but McCulloch isno longer
sane, ishe?

‘Nutty asafruit cake,' Kleiman said. 'And let metell you, | hopethat Troy isright and that thisiswhat he
has done. Because it meansthat he has gone forever and, from our point of view, heislong since dead.
He may havelived for atimein the past, but at least he never brought this particular insane plan to
fruition.’

'How do you know? Troy asked.

'Because history hasn't changed, hasit? The South lost the war and that isthat.'

"They lost the war here—but perhaps they didn't in aparalld branch of time,' Roxanne said.
Troy lifted hiseyebrows. 'l don't follow you.'

'One of the many theories of the nature of time. It regjects the most accepted theory which holdsthat time
islikeariver, sweeping from the past, through the focal point of the present, and on into the future.
Unchangeable. We can watch it, but we can't affect it. A modern version of the ancient argument of
predestination. But this comes into instant conflict with the argument for free will. If the future cannot be
changed, then we are dl just puppets of time, predestined to live out our liveswith no more freedom of
choicethan actorsin amovie. But if we have free will, and can dter our future, then from the point of
view of the future—we will have dtered the past.’

'Deep stuff,’ Kleiman said. 'Physics shading off into philosophy. But we really have to think about these
problems now, since we know that travel through timeis possible. Which brings usto this other theory
about the nature of time, the multi-branching time of parallel posshilities. For instance, let us say that the
British killed George Washington as atraitor before he could win the Revolution. If that had happened,
the US today might till be a British colony. So perhaps there exists another universe where this did
happen, aworld parald to our own. There may be an infinity of such universes, each one brought about
by aprobability in time, achoice, a selection made that launched a different possible world.'



‘Sometheory,’ Troy said.

'Indeed itis," Kleiman agreed. "Which returns usto our starting point. If the theory of parald probabilities
exigts, then it doesn't matter to us what McCulloch did back in the past. It can't affect us. If he
accomplished nothing, then our world remainstheway itis. If he got away with hisfiendish plans, then he
gtarted another branch in time and we are ill not affected. But if time can be changed for us—and it
hasn't changed, why then, his planshavefailed.’

'Y ou have forgotten another possibility,' Troy said. 'Perhaps his plans failed because someone stopped
him. Someone from the present time who knew what he was up to, who went back and prevented him
from carrying those plansthrough.'

'An interesting speculation,’ Roxanne agreed, 'but one which we will never be able to answer. 1t's another
time paradox. Either the colonel failed because he was doomed to fall, therefore there is no need for
someone to stop him. Or he was stopped by someone from the present, but since we know he has been
stopped there is no reason to stop him. What's done is done, and it is certainly not our problem.’

'l fill think that it is," Troy said grimly. The colond, | can't forget him. Nor can | forget what he has
done—and what he might do. Whatever you say, | ill fed that he has to be stopped.’

'If he could be stopped, fine, but how can that be done? Kleiman asked. 'l think you will find that is not
an easy question to answer. He has escaped justice here by fleeing through time. Perhaps the best thing
for dl of usto doisjust to forget him. We can do that if we concentrate on the fact that asfar asthis
world is concerned he has long since been dead and buried in the past.’

‘That'sdl right for us here, today,' Troy agreed. '‘But what about the people whose lives he might affect?
We know that heisthere, in the past, with some murderous plan. Isn't there away that he could be
apprehended?

'l doubt it, Kleiman said. "What do we do? Send a message back through time to the police? Warn them
to be on the lookout for one Wedey McCulloch wanted for murder in the next century?

'No, that'simpossible, | redlize that. But you have the time machine. There must be some way it can be
utilized to stop him. If only there were some way to send a posse after him, to bring himin. It wouldn't
even need aposse. One man could do it. One determined man. McCulloch wouldn't be expecting it, not
to be tracked down through time.’

'Agreed. But what you are talking about istoo much to ask any man to do. To leave the world where he
has been born, to go back in timeto the past, to amore dangerous existence. And to know that thiswas
forever, aone-way trip. No, Troy, forget it. The colonel's gone—and good riddance | say.'

'Yes, | know that he's gone from here—but | can't forget that heis still causing trouble somewhere, or
somewhen, e’

'But we have andysed that Stuation in great detall,' Kleiman said. "There are no options open, no way
that it can be done. | think you will find that you have posed a question that isimpossble to answer. He
has escaped justice in the present by fleeing through time. The best thing that you can do now isjust to
forget him. Asfar astheworld is concerned heisdead and buried in the past.’

'No, Troy said. 'l won't forget him.'

Hesad it firmly, without emotion. He had reached a decision, something he knew that he had been
thinking about for days now a a subconsciouslevd. The redization had findly surfaced, and with it the



knowledge that the decision had aready been made,

'McCulloch is not going to escape. Because I'm going after him.

Chapter 19

Silence greeted Troy's words. Kleiman started to say something, then changed hismind. It was Roxanne
Décourt who finaly spoke.

"That's quite adecision to make. Have you thought it through clearly?

'No, not redly. It's more of an emotiona decison than alogical one. I've been on this case since the
beginning. I've met the colondl, just once, and | didn't like him, not at al. Since then I've seen what he has
done—and I'm certain that he plansworse. | have grown to |oathe the man. He must be stopped. And
right now, from where | stand, it looks like I'm the only onewho can doiit.’

‘But—it'sirreversble, Kleiman said. 'Y ou can go—but you can't come back.'

Troy nodded dowly. 'l know that. But I'm not going that far. It will till bethe US of A. Only it will bea
few yearsago. And it will certainly be anew kind of experience! Added to thisisthe unarguable fact that
therereally isn't that much herethat | am going to miss. Maybe I'm being too morbid or depressed, but,
personaly, things haven't been quite the same since my wife died. Going on two years now. She had
beenill along time. It wasn't very nicefor her. And it hit me hard. | was ready for asection eight there
for awhile. But thework has helped, keeps my mind off how | fedl. Helps me degp when I'm tired.
Hepswith the depression. | felt suicida for awhile, but basicdly I'm not the suicide type. Sorry. | don't
know why I'm tdlling you this'

'Because we're your friends,’ Roxanne said.

'Yes, | supposeyou'reright. It's not easy to make friendsin the military, you move around alot,
particularly in the kind of work I'm involved in. With Lily, | suppose| didn't need any other friends. |
have no family to spesk of. | might aswell follow the colond.’ He had been staring down at his clasped
hands while he talked; now he looked up and smiled. ‘It'sno big dedl. But I'm going to doit."

'Y ou can't!" Kleiman exploded. ‘'L ook at what you're leaving behind. The technology, the advancesin
science, the things that are happening in research. ..

‘Bob. None of that means anything to me. | don't live your kind of life. The kind of work | do—I can do
just aswdl in eighteen fifty-eight or nineteen fifty-eight. And what | redlly want to doisnail that
son-of-a-bitch. Areyou going to help me?

'No! It'ssuicide. | won't be apart of it!" Hisanger dowly wilted before Troy's cam gaze; he lowered his
eyes. 'All right. You taked meinto it. But | ill don't likeit." He smiled suddenly and clapped his hands
together. '‘But, by God, what an experiment into the nature of time! What we can learn! I'll do it, but you
have to promise to help. We must think of away for you to send amessage to us. What do you think,
Roxanne?

' think that we should help Troy, if he fedsthat thisiswhat he must do. Out of gratitude, if nothing else,
after what he did to force usto discover the true nature of our machine. But, Troy, shouldn't you takethis
up with your superiors?

‘No. They'll only think that I'm insane. The Army will, a least. | think I'll tell Admird Colonne, the man
I'm working for now. | have afeding that he will understand. There's another thing, and I'm sorry to have



to ask, but won't you have to make a report about this? That could get you into trouble?

‘Not redly,’ Roxanne said. 'l file reports, but | don't include records of every experiment. If we do this,
do what you ask, don't worry about us. Though | can't help wishing that you would change your mind.'

"Thank you for the consideration. But | till fedl that it hasto be done.’

Now that the decision had been made, Troy wanted to be aone, to think it out. And there wasredlly little
elseto be said. As soon as he could he made his excuses and | eft. Before returning to his gpartment he
drove back to Massachusetts Avenue; he wanted to get McCulloch'sfile. The night man admitted him
and hewas just putting the papers into an envelope when the admira looked in.

'Y ou've had over twenty-four hoursto work on those records. Any conclusionsyet?
'Y es, Sr. The evidence seems quite conclusive to me, but I'm not sure that you will agree with my theory.'

'l will—aslong as you bdlieve that Colond McCulloch hastravelled back intimein an attempt to change
the outcome of the Civil War. Don't gape like that, man. Sit down and be comfortable. And I'll Sit over
here and light my pipe while you detal the steps by which you reached that conclusion.’

‘But, admird, you... well—'

‘Surprised you? Why? I've seen the same reports that you have and kept my own copies of al thesefiles.
| liketo keep abreast of al the operations around here. Particularly one as fascinatingly exotic asthisone.
Atfirgt | couldn't believethat the homicida colone would have had theimagination for athing likethis.
But then it became obvious. His obsession with race and class, coupled with hislove of the old and
vanished South. The moment he discovered what the Gnhomen project was about thisidea must have
struck him. And it helpsto be mad if you have aplan like this. Insane or not, he went about putting the
ideaiinto practice in the most logica way. Buying gold, the most practica way of transporting weadlthto a
different era. And the Sten-gun, that was the giveaway to me. A smple and deadly weagpon that can be
made by anyone with alittle metalworking experience. At this point we can't know what he plansto do
with the guns, but we can be sure that it is nothing good. Have you reached any decision about what the
next step should be?

'Yes. I'm going after him.'

‘Good. | amin full agreement. Y ou have reached the only possible decision. Someone must run him to
earth.’

'But some people might think that following himisjust asinsane as his decision to escape into the past.’

'Y es, but | am not some people. | am in charge of this singularly important organization. Herein QCIC
we have the ultimate respong bility for the nation's security. It is obvious that we must protect that security
in the present and in the future. What is not quite as obviousisthat our responsibility now extendsinto the
past aswell. Colond McCulloch shal not be permitted to threaten the existence of thisnation. | can now
tell you, quite frankly, how pleased | am with your decision. If you had given me any other answer |
would have been forced to take you off the case and have you reassigned. Now | don't haveto. | must
congratulate you. Even though we have worked together for but a short time| can say, truthfully, that you
arethe best operative | have ever had. Probably because you think just theway | do. A very left-handed
compliment.

Troy smiled. 'Perhapsit is, but | understand it—and appreciateit. | thank you. But, let me ask you, what
would you have doneif | hadn't told you that | was going after McCulloch?



'l would have gone after him mysdif. | couldn't assign anyone to aone-way trip of thiskind. You might as
well know that the powersthat be are after meto retire. | don't want to. But | would jump at achanceto
do what you are doing. If | were forced to leave this department, why then avoyage like thiswould be
far superior to retirement. Y ou are very lucky, my boy.'

‘Inaway, | think | am.'

'You are. Thisisagreat adventure you are embarking on. | envy you. Now, to details. Have you
discussed this with your contacts on the project?

'l have. They agreed to help.'

"They couldn't say no. Y our trip will tiein with everything they are trying to do. Next step. Finances. How
much do you have in the bank and how much can you raise?

‘Nothing like the colondl's nest egg. I'm not rich.’

'Neither was he. Just crooked. He borrowed money, alarge building loan, and he used his house as
security—afact that he forgot to mention when he sold the house. In addition he has a number of
persond loans outstanding, as well aslarge cash advanceson al of his credit cards. No morethan a
quarter of that money was his own—the rest he embezzled. How much can you raise?

'‘About five thousand dollars!

'l thought so. Not enough. Here's acheque for twenty thousand dollars from our specid fund. Deposit it
inyour bank tomorrow. Then get over to this shop, De Vrou's, one of the largest coin dedlersin the
country. Get as many coins as you can easily carry. McCulloch had long range plans so he could take the
timeto sdl hisgold. Y ou won't have to bother doing that if you take the coinage with you. I'm also
arranging for aweapon, but I'll get back to you later on that. And I'm preparing alist of itemsthat you
will need to take with you. Y ou must make one up aswell and we will compare them. Take your time,
make the list a complete one since you will not be able to return for anything you might have forgotten.
Wewill dso haveto think of away for you to prepare some kind of report for usthat we will be able to
find. And thereis one thing more. It hasto do with your race. Savery was till legd in eighteen fifty-eight.
So | suggest that documents division should draw up papersfor you proving that you are afree man. Is
that satisfactory?

'l hadn't thought about that but, yes, it should be done.’
'Good. That seemsto be everything. Unless you have any questions?

‘Just one, admiral.' Troy looked at the cheque, then folded it and put it away. 'The important one. | can't
very well convince the authoritiesto arrest McCulloch after | find him. So what should | do?

"Y ou know the answer to that aswell as| do. But if you wish meto put it into the form of an order | will
be happy to. What must be done has been obvious since you reached your decision to follow Colondl
McCulloch. Y ou are to search for him and you areto find him.

'‘And when you do—kill him.'

Chapter 20

'‘American coinsonly? the clerk asked.

‘That'sright,’ Troy said.



'Any particular denomination that you are interested in?
‘Not redly. Just aslong asthey are not later than eighteen fifty-nine. What do you have?

The young man stepped back and raised his eyebrows. 'If you wait amoment, I'll have Mr De Vrou
himsdaf cometo help you. He's very much aspecidist in early American coinage.’

The clerk hurried away; Troy looked around the store. He had never been a collector as aboy, neither
coins nor stamps—nor anything else for that matter. But he could see the appeal of ahobby likethis. The
multicoloured bank notes, from al over theworld, wereimmensdy dtractive. The coinscamein
unexpected sizes and shapes. He was bent over a glass case looking at a Roman denarius when the
owner came up.

'May | be of help, Sir?Y ou are interested in the purchase of American coins?
That'sright. The condition isn't too important, but the dateis. | want nothing later than eighteen fifty-nine.’

"You do!' De Vrou leaned forward confidentialy. "Would it be asking too much, sir, for you to tell me
why?1 can be of great aid to you in obtaining exactly what you need.’

'No particular reason. I'm just interested in that period.’
'Please understand, | can be most discreet. Thereis something | should know?
‘Likewhat?

‘Like—why! | know coins, sir, know al about them. But there is something here now that | don't know
and | wish you would let mein onit. One hand washes the other, asthey say. | will giveyou avery fair
price on your purchases. But would you please tell me what is so important about this period? | ask
because another gentleman was in here some months ago making the same kind of purchase.’

"Tdl man, sharp nose, greying hair?

"The very man!'

'He's the one who told me | should buy these coins. | don't know why. I'll tell him you asked.'
"Then you know him? Know his name?

'No, not redlly. We just meet by chance once in awhile. Now—the coins, if you please.’

The coin dedler sighed. The secret would remain asecret, at least for thetime. 'Y es, | would appreciate
you letting him know." He placed ave vet-lined tray on the counter. 'Please inform him that | have anew
shipment in, coinsthat will interest him. See, hereis one, afine twenty-dollar gold piece...'

I'll take it. What other denominations do you have?

'In gold, here. A ten dollar, afive and athree. I'm sorry, but | have no two-and-a-haf dollar gold pieces
right now. But hereisan amost mint gold dollar.’

Troy picked up thetiny coin, thesize of hisfingernal. 'I'll takethisaswell. Arethere any coinsof a
gmdler denomination”?

'‘Over here. Most interesting. Half dollar, quarter dollar, aone cent and athree cent coin.'



'No nickels?

'Of coursenot, gr. You will have your little joke. We both know there were no five cent pieces at this
time. The haf dimeingtead. And of coursethe dimeitself. Hereis abeauty that dates from just after the
Revolution. Thedisme, asit was cdled then, aMiddle English variation of the old French disme from
Latin decima, or atenth part. Later corrupted to dime.’

Troy packed his purchasesinto his case, then looked at hiswatch and hurried out. He had only twenty
minutes to get to the stable for hisriding lesson. The colond had the advantage on him there since he had
served in the cavalry. Troy wasn't happy with the lessons, he was till aching from the last one, but if he
was going to do anything besides walk he had better learn to handle ahorse.

Hewasvery glad of the admird's help. Their lists of necessities matched in many ways, but the admiral
had thought of a number of itemsthat he hadn't even considered. Thingsthat he had aways taken for
granted. Like antibiotics, which he discovered had only been in existence for less than forty years. Those
sealed metal tinsmight very well save hislife one day. And haazone tablets. Weater purification was
unheard of in the middle of the nineteenth century, plague and disease were a constant menace. Hisarms
il hurt from al the preventative injections that he had taken. There had dso been ahurried trip to the
dentist where two gold crowns on his teeth were replaced with porcelain caps.

After theriding lesson he went straight to the house on Massachusetts Avenue. Just sitting down hurt
now. The admira waswaiting for him. He pushed over along-barrelled sted pistal.

"Thisisa Colt revolver made in eighteen fifty-seven. A precison insrument, even if the cartridgesare pin
fire. They are dower to load than centre-fire cartridges, which weren't introduced until the
eighteen-sixties, but they work just aswell. Thispistol resemblesthe origind exactly, but the barrd and
chambers, al of the important parts of the firing mechanism, are of modern stedl. I've had athousand
rounds made up and can get more if you need them. We have asmall shooting gallery in the basement.
Get down there and fire the thing and get used toit. Y our life may depend upon it.'

In two weeks the preparatory work was finished. The lease on his gpartment had been cancelled and al
of hispersonal possessonswerein storage. He was certain that he would never see them again, but
could not bear the thought of smply disposing of them. The admira had understood and had promised to
pay dl the storage costs. Neither of them mentioned just how long this might befor.

The arrangements were done, the lists complete, everything ready. They came out of the M assachusetts
Avenue building into the rain-filled night. With the admira at the whed the big Cadillac Seamed likea
barge through the darkness. When they turned onto the Beltway he glanced at Troy ditting slently beside
him. Y ou've checked the list carefully? he asked.

'At least two dozen times. All my clothing isin the suitcase on the back seat. The equipment that we put
together, it'sin the saddiebags. All | need now isahorse!

"The Colt—and the money?
'In the bottom of the bags. It'sdl in order.’

'Yes. | supposeitis. | imagine that you are as prepared now asyou'll ever be. Y ou know you'll be strung
up in asecond if they find the gun?

'l know that. But I'll have little chance of getting one after | arrive. Blacks—I mean niggers—don't get
near that kind of thing in the old South.’



'And that iswhat redlly concernsme...'

'Don't et it. The odds would be exactly the sameif | were white. At least | have what might be called
protective colouration!

'Don't joke about it... dl right, joke. Damn, but | wish | were going in your stead. How | envy you! My
job islooking more and more boring every day.'

'It'san important one, sir. And you are the one person who can do it best.’
'l know that—or | would have been taking the riding lessonsingtead of you. This exit?
‘That'sright. Look for the small road.’

It was half-past leven. It had been agreed that basic precautions must be taken to prevent any
investigation of Troy's disgppearance. None of the laboratory staff, or the military security people, would
be on duty at thistime of night, so they did not have to be considered. Their arriva was carefully timed
just before the guards changed shift at midnight. Their visit would of course belogged in the security
compuiter, but the fact that Troy had not logged out might not be noticed at once, snceit normally would
be in the next day'sfile. In any case, since no trace of him would be found in the buildings, and the
admiral would state that they had gone out together, it might very well be chalked up to computer error.

Bob Kleiman was waiting for them inside the front door. Troy introduced them. 'I've heard agood dedl
about you, Admira Colonne, Kleiman said.

'And the same, Dr Kleiman. I'm looking forward with greet anticipation to seeing this machine of yours.
May | congratulate you on atruly miraculous achievement.'

‘Save your thanksfor Dr Delcourt—Roxanne. It's her equations that got the whole thing rolling. She's
waiting for usin Lab Nine. Here, et me help with the bags:

The guard at the laboratory entrance scrutinized their passes closdly, then let them through. As soon as
the door had closed behind them, Troy pointed to the washroom. 'I'm going to change. Seeyou in afew
minutes.’

It wasn't any sense of false modesty that made him wish to be alone; yearsin the barracks had eliminated
that. It was just the desireto be by himsdf for afew minutes. Up until thisinstant everything had been talk
and planning. But the moment of truth had findly arrived. He wasn't afraid, he knew more than enough
about fear to recognizeit in any guise, but he was possessed by a different sensation atogether. It wasa
little like anight parachute drop; afal into the unknown. He undressed dowly, right down to the skin,

and laid hisclothesto oneside.

One by one he donned his new clothes. Ankle-length cotton drawers, then rough trousers. A cotton shirt
and a shapeless jacket which had been torn at the shoulder, then repaired. Patches made of a different
kind of cloth covered the elbows. His high boots were handmade from thick leather, with hobnailed
leather soles, well-worn and dusty. He laid aside the hat that completed the outfit, it was wide-brimmed,
made of straw and drooping around the edge. Before he put his uniform into the suitcase he emptied the
pockets onto the glass ledge over the sink.

Keys, coins, pocketknife, handkerchief, dogtags, pen and pencil, notebook, then hiswallet with some
money, 1D, membership cards, some photographs. It was al staying behind. He took out the picture of
Lily, smiling happily, with Disneyland in the background. Life had dways been apleasure for her, right up
until those last bad months, something to be savoured and shared with others. But he couldn't bring this



modern photograph with him. He put it back into the wallet, then dumped the | ot into the empty suitcase
on top of hisuniform and started to closeit. And stopped. Opening it again to retrieve her picture. There
was nothing € se he wanted from the twentieth century, nothing a al. He would put it in with the gun and
ammunition. If those were discovered, alittle, crumple-edged picture of the smiling black girl wouldn't
make any difference. Thistime he closed the suitcase al the way and snapped it shut.

Troy patted the side pocket of hisjacket, fedling the bulge of the leather wallet that held dl of his papers.
Therewasalarge clasp knife dongsideit, aswdll asasquare of unbleached mudin. And afew small
coins. Everything e se was in the saddlebags. When he turned back he caught sight of himself inthe
mirror and stopped short.

A stranger looked back at him. Thiswasn't dressing up for a party—thiswasfor red. He stared at the
solidly built black man dressed in well-worn rough clothing. People wore clothes like thiswhere he was
going. There were no nylon fabrics or zippers, no cars or planes either. A different age. What would it be
like? Well, that was one thing that he would be finding out soon enough.

Then he put the hat under his arm, took up the suitcase and went out. The journey was about to begin.

Chapter 21

They had been talking, explaining the apparatus to the admira, but they grew silent when Troy came up.
Seeing him dressed like this drove home the redlization that thiswas not just another experiment, that he
would be gone soon. Though they had planned thistogether he was the one who was leaving, who would
travel through time, who would leave thisworld forever. For the instant he was gone he would be dead
asfar asthey were concerned, would have been dead for a century or more. Now that the moment had
come, there was d so the understanding that this was something more than timetravel. It wasaso
execution.

'l have never seen so many long facesin my entirelife,’ Troy said. 'Cheer up—it's not the end of the
world. Infact, | am going to make surethat it won't be.”

"Y ou can till change your mind,’ Kleiman said. 'We would understand...'

'Wel | wouldn't. Here | am about to go to amore healthy world, to escape from al the smog and
pollution, the threat of the atomic bomb, televison commercials, dl that—and you want to stop me!'

'We don't want to stop you, Troy," Roxanne said, stepping forward and taking him by the arms. 'l think
that you are the bravest man that | have ever met and | want to wish you al the luck in the world.' She
leaned forward and kissed him, then turned quickly away before she did something stupid like crying.

'Ready to go when you say,’ Kleiman said, pointing at the controls. 'Everything set for your arriva on the
first of Augudt in the year eighteen fifty-nine. At around threein themorning and, if we can believethe
newspaper files, it israining like bgeezus. Are you sure that thisis the date you want?

'Pogitive. Theadmira and | worked it out very carefully. McCulloch will have been there for over ayear
now, so whatever his plans are they should be well under way. It isthose activities that should enable me
to find him. The war won't start for ayear and ahaf yet, so not only do | have timeto track him down,
but there is till time enough to put amonkey-wrench into whatever bit of nastinessheisupto.’

‘Sounds good,’ Kleiman agreed. 'Now the other thing. Y ou remember, you promised to let us know
tonight how you would go about getting amessage to us. Something that would tell us how the affair
finished, what McCulloch was trying to do. Have you worked it out?



'l have. A very smpleidea. | am going to write up areport and sedl it into abottle. Redly sedl it, eventry
to get aglass blower to melt the neck of the bottle shut. I'll put that in asolid box and bury it about six
feet deep in agpot where you will be easly ableto find it.'

'‘Where?

‘Right there." Troy pointed to the granite rock before them. 'Down on the north side. All you havetodois
dig-

'Great!" Kleiman said. 'Of courseit will dso mean moving dl of the equipment out of the lab, then tearing
up the concretefloor. | can hardly wait. Well get onto it right away.’

'Wdll, at least wait until | have gone!’

They were dlent then, al of them, Staring at the grey rock where it projected up from the scuffed
laboratory floor. Down there, under the foundations, under the ground, was the message. If Troy had
indeed | ft that message in the past, then it must be buried there right now. It had been lying in that spot
for well for over a century. Buried safely beside the rock, when this had been only farmland, before they
had been born, before this [aboratory was even built. It was an unnerving thought.

'WEll wait,’ Roxanne said. Thisisimportant enough—and new enough—for us not to get involved with
time paradoxes at this stage. We will have to think about them sometime. But not just now.'

'‘Amen,' said the admiral.

‘Seconded,’ Kleiman said. 'Time paradoxes have to be avoided a any stage. Y ou must beware of doing
or saying anything that might affect events. We have no way of visudizing the consequences!’

Troy nodded and seized up the well-worn saddlebags. ‘It'stimeto go,' he said.

'A good idea,’ Kleiman agreed, pointing to the meta bracketsfixed to the stone surface. 'I'm putting a
wooden platform there. It will raise you about an inch above the surface of the stone. So you should drop
that amount when you arrive—Dbetter bend your knees. | would rather have you above the stone than,
well, ingdeit by afraction of aninch. That is another matter that needs investigating. So here we go-'

Troy helped him fix the platform into place, then clambered up onto it. The admira handed him the
saddlebags and they were ready. There didn't seem to be much to say. The admira looked grim;
Kleiman and Roxanne were busy at the controls.

'All ready,’ Kleiman said, his hand poised over the red actuator button. 'Count of three, okay?
'Okay. Let'sgo. Geronimo.'

‘One.’

Troy flexed hisknees.

Two.'

Therewas afrozen slence. Troy saw that Kleiman's hand was shaking, hislipsworking in slence.
'Doit, man, doit now.' Troy said.

"Three'



Darkness.
Emptiness.

A sensation of nothing. Or a sensation of lack of sensation? It lasted an instant—or perhaps an eternity.
Troy couldn't tell, it was too different. It could have been over even asit began, or it could have
continued for an unmeasurable time. As hetried to think about it, even as he began, it ended.

Heavy, warm rain beat down upon his shoulders and something hard smacked againgt the soles of his
boots, rough stone, tripping him. Hetried to regain his balance in the rain-filled darkness but couldn't. He
dipped and fdll, dithering down the rock face into the mud, the breath half-knocked out of him. He had a
moment of panic as he groped in the darkness for the saddlebags. They were there, it wasal right.

Sudden lightning cut through the night, the bolt striking so close by that the rumble of thunder arrived right
on top of theflash. Thelightning flared and was gone, but for an instant there he had been ableto see
through thethick rain.

The black form of the projecting rock was clear, aswell asthe outline of trees against the sky. But the
|aboratory was gone as though it had never existed. Of coursg, it didn't exist, not here, not at thistime. It
gill had to be built, its existence was till a probability in the distant future.

He had arrived. Fairfax County, Virginia. A few miles north of the nation's capitd.
The summer of the year 1859.

Clutching the saddlebags he climbed to his feet and stood with his back againgt the rock, rubbing therain
from hiseyes. He had doneit. 1859. But it meant nothing to him. He felt numb, the truth of the Situation
just couldn't penetrate. Only the rain had any redlity.

What should the next step be? Sitting put, that was obvious. When it was daylight he had to chart the
location of this particular ridge of stone, the exact spot where he had arrived so he could be sure of
finding it again. When the time came he would bury the message here. It wasimportant, not only to those
yet unborn who would someday dig for it in the distant future, but was vitaly important to him aswdll. It
was alink, no matter how tenuous, with the world that he had left forever. He settled down against the
rock to wait.

The rain dackened and Troy was surprised to see that the eastern horizon was already growing light. He
had to remember to make anote of that for the others. Cdlibration was important, that's what Kleiman
awayssaid. Still, afew hours difference over the immense span of the years, that wasn't too bad. He
would have to check the date too, just in case.

Therain died down to asteady drizzle, then stopped. The air was close and heavy; it was going to be a
hot day. Asthe sky brightened the mit lifted and a grassy field began to emerge from the darkness,
running down from theridge of granite to the woods beyond. A track, acowpath redlly, cut close by. He
heard a distant mooing and the clanking of a cowbell; there was afarm not too distant. Nor should this
spot be hard to find again. Theridge of rock, shaped somewhat like a ship, rose from the summit of a
small hill, and it was the only bit of rock in sight. The cowbells sounded closer now, and the sound of
heavy, dow footsteps.

They came out of the woods one behind the other, afile of small brown cettle. The leader rolled her eyes
at him as she approached, then moved out around him. Troy watched her pass then turned back.

The boy was standing at the edge of the trees, looking a him.



Troy did not move when the boy started forward again. He was about twelve years old, dressed in
patched trousers and shirt. He carried alength of green willow to use on the cows. His hair was blond
and thick. His skin spattered with freckles. His bare toes squel ched through the mud as he walked up
and stopped before Troy. He just looked up a him, saying nothing.

‘Therain stopped,’ Troy said. The boy tilted his head.

'Y ou talk funny for anigger,’ he said. He had arurd Virginiaaccent himself, no different from the ones
Troy had heard countlesstimes before.

'I'mfrom New York.'
‘Never met aY ankee nigger before. You logt?

'No, just travelling south. Got caught out in therain, got lost. Going to Washington. Can you tell methe
way?

'Of course | know the way,' the boy said contemptuoudy, swinging thewillow a aclump of grass. 'Right
ahead to the cart track then you gonnaturn Ieft into Tysons Corners and then you reach the pike. You're
not very smart if you don't know that."

'l told you, I'm not from around these parts.'
'Goldy, dang your thick hide, get out of that!" The boy called out suddenly, then ran after the cows.

Troy looked after him, aware of the tenson draining away. It had worked al right. Hisfirst meeting. But
just with aboy. What would happen when he met other people? For one thing, he wasn't going to talk

Y ankee any more. Could he fake a thick handkerchief-head accent? Sho' nuff. He had better do it—his
life might very well depend upon it. He had heard enough of that kind of talk in the army, big thick kids
from the south, no education, Army even had to teach some of them to read. Y assuh, yassuh. It sounded
pretty fake. But he would just haveto learnto do it. Listen to how the other blacks talked. Do the same.
But he must remember that until he felt secure he must talk aslittle as possible.

The boy and the cattle were vanishing down the path. Troy turned his back on them, threw the
saddlebags over his shoulder, then started in the opposite direction. He patted his pockets as he went;
everything wasthere,

Washington, Didtrict of Columbia, was ahead.

Also, somewhere out there as well, was Colonel M cCulloch. They had an gppointment that the colonel
didn't know anything about.

Chapter 22

By thetime Troy had reached the dirt track the sun waswell over the horizon and burning hard on his
back. Just alittle after dawn and he was aready running with sweet; the day would be ascorcher. He
peded off his steaming jacket before going on. The road was nothing more than two rutsfilled with mud
and deep puddles, he walked on the grassto one side. Topping arise he saw smokein thevalley
beyond, and had aquick view of wood-shingled roofs between the trees. Tysons Corners. It was
surrounded by thefields of outlying farms, while just ahead, beside the road, was aramshackle building.

No, not abuilding, that was too grand aword for it. A shack. He had seen miserable dwellingslikethis
before, when he had been driving through the backwoods of Missssippi. Rude constructions of



unseasoned wood, bare of paint, warped and dried by the sun. This one was the same. The gaps
between some of the boards were wide enough to fit your hand through. The front door opened directly
onto the hardpacked dirt of the front yard. An oak tree shaded the front of the house, and under the tree,
on abroken and backless chair, the old man sat. Watching, staring in silence, as Troy walked by. His
skin was black and wrinkled and only afew patches of grey hair tufted his head. His clothes were ancient
and patched. Troy nodded as he came up, but the old man didn't move.

'Morning, Troy said. The old man shook his head from sideto side.
'‘Good-bye. | saysthat because you is gonna be dead by nightfall.’

Troy stopped and smiled, trying to make light of the words. Y ou shouldn't say that, old man, brings bad
luck.'

"You is bad luck. Where you stedl those bags from?
They'remine!

"That such abad lieeven | don' believeit! Those white man bags, not nigger bags. First white man see
you gonna shoot you first then ask after where you stole dem. Y ou from de North?

IYS_'
'Sound like it. But you South now.'
'Can | comein? Seems| got athing or two to learn.’

'Seems to me you do have!" The old man cackled with high-pitched laughter. 'Jus couldn't trust my eyes
seeing you sashay down theroad like that. Mistuh Y ankee-man, you got ared lot to learn. Y ou not back
North now. When you here you jus one mo' dave.'

The quiet description cut Troy to the heart, penetrated deeper than any insult or threat. The redlization
that black people were daves here, that davery was Hill legal. Thisman had spent hislifein davery. The
lesson was quite clear. If Troy couldn't learn, and learn quickly, to act like him, think like him, why, then
he was as good as dead.

He amost didn't get the chance. There was the sound of men's voices down the road, in the direction he
had come, and the thud of horses hooves.

'Indde!’ the old man hissed. 'Hide—or you is dead this minute!"

Troy did not stop to argue. He dived through the open door, falling and rolling against thewall. The
sound of hoofbeats grew louder and nearer, then aman's voice caled out.

'How long you been there, uncle?

‘Sinceit waslight, captain, suh. Jus gttin' right here.”

"Then you tell me what you saw, tell methe truth or I'll lay thiswhip acrossthat black hide.
'What | see?| see nothin’, suh. Crows, jus crows.'

'Y ou see ared black crow, boy? A buck nigger in fancy boots carrying stolen goods?

'See dat? | know if | seedat! Nothin', no one pass here, | swear dat!'



'l told you, Luther, he wouldn't come thisway," another voice said.
"You cdlingmy boy aliar?

'If I thought he waslying | wouldn't be here now, would I? I'm just saying that this buck lied to the boy,
to put us off histrail. He probably went the other way directly the boy was out of sight. Y ou back-track
the way we came, I'll go into the Corners, pass the word. He won't get far, not with everyone looking for
him. Bet thereésareward out for him too.’

The sound of the galloping horses died away, but still Troy did not move. He lay pressed against the
rough wood, unaware of the line of ants moving past hisface and out through a chink in the walls, filled
with akind of fear that he had only felt once beforein hislife. The time when he had been cut off from his
company. Behind enemy lines.

He was behind enemy lines again. In his own country—but still not his country. Not yet. History, ashe
knew it, had just come divefor himin away he had never understood from books. For thefirst time he
could understand at least one of the reasons why the Civil War had been fought—and just what the
victory was that had been so painfully won. Helooked down at his shaking fingers, then angrily clamped
them into afist and dammed it hard against the splintered floor. It was alittle early to give up.

The old man shuffled up arthritically and settled down on the doorstep with aweary sigh. Hisback was
to Troy, hisface hidden.

'Y ou saved my life,' Troy said. 'And | don't even know your name.’
'Y ou ain't ever gonnaget my name. When they catch you, you ain't gonnatell where you been.’
'How am | going to get away from them?Where can | go?

‘Back where you come from, and good riddance. Y ou git out in back now, hide in the scrub behind the
privvy, they ain't never going dere. After dark, you move out of here!’

'Where to? Y ou heard them, they're al on the lookout. How can | get away?

The old man grunted contemptuoudly. "Wif your dumb ways | guesses you don't. Get cotched, whupped,
tell dem "bout me fore they string you up. Y ou istrouble, hear dat? Trouble.

He muttered to himsdlf, rocking back and forth in the doorway, reaching adecision. 'Git out where| tol'
you. Come night | get in touch wif the Railroad. Let dem worry 'bout you. Now git.’

It was hot under the bushes, the air didn't move, the flieswere torture. Troy managed to doze off findly,
but woke, spluttering, with the flies crawling into his nose and mouth. He spat them out, waving
ineffectually a the droning clouds. The flieswere atorture, but the thirst even more so. Worse than he
had ever experienced before. And there was nothing that he could do about it. People passed from time
to time on the road, he could hear their voices, the creak of cartwhedls. By dusk his head was thudding
painfully. He till dared not move. Slow footsteps sounded, and he pressed himself back into the bushes.
The privvy door banged, and amoment later he heard the old man'swhisper.

'Dey'sagourd wif water. Wait until | gone before you grabsit.’

The water was warm and gritty—but lifesaving. Troy madeit last aslong as he could. After awhilethe
ar cooled down dightly as darknessfell but, even more important, it brought relief from theflies. The
pleasure was short lived, however, because the flies were soon replaced by humming, voracious
mosquitoes. It seemed that hours had gone by before he heard the sound of the door damming, followed



by the drag of the old man's footsteps moving off down a path through the trees. He returned, an endless
time later, and caled out to Troy.

'‘Come forward now. Behin' the house. Got a boy here gonna see after you.'

A gibbous moon was drifting in and out between the clouds, spreading enough watery light for himto
pick out the two figures. The old man waved him forward.

'Disboy, hefrightened but he gonna help you. Y ou gotta hel p him back. His mommasick, need
medicine. Y ou got adollar? Y ou must have, with dl demrich clothes!’

'Yes. I'll be happy to pay him for the help. If thereisanything | can do for you, you're more than
welcome...'

"Just shut yo' mouth. Don' need for nothin'. Y ou hidein th' barn where he takes you. An' don't come
back.'

Troy whispered histhanks after the retreating back, but the man didn't answer. He had nothing, was just
aspoor asit was possibleto be, but he ill had his pride; Troy was sorry that he had mentioned the
money. Hefdt asmal, warm hand in his, and looked down and smiled at thetiny child.

'I'm going to help your mommawith her medicine,' he said. 'And more. Let'sgo.’

The child's bare feet were unerring in the darkness; Troy stumbled after him, well aware of the crashing
he was making. But they seemed to be taking a circuitous route, away from the road, cutting through a
sweet-smelling pineforest. After they had come agood distance the boy stopped, then led him dowly
and slently to agap in the hedge. A rutted road lay beyond, clearly visible, the puddies gleaming in the
maoonlight. The clouds were gone, the night sky rich with stars. The road was atrap. The boy reached up
and tugged a hisarm, pulling him down so0 he could whisper in Troy's ear.

'Stay down and don'’ gtir none!'

He dipped away before Troy could say anything, moving silently as a shadow across the road. He was
gone along time. Troy thought about extracting the pistol from the bottom of the bag, then decided not
to. One shot in this quiet night would dert the entire countryside. There was no way that he could kill
everyone who turned ahand against him. All he could do waswait.

He jumped, Startled, as the boy touched him out of the darkness.
'Men dere, gone now," he whispered, then tugged Troy forward.

They crossed the road as quickly asthey could and hurried on into the shelter of the bushes on the other
sde. There wasthe outline of ahouse against the sky, aglint of light visible around one of the windows.
They angled away from it, between rows of high corn that rustled at their passage. A darker bulk
appeared out of the darkness, abarn. The door squealed dightly when the boy pushed it open.

'Hide," he whispered. 'Momma's money.'

Troy dug out ahandful of coins, far more than adollar, and pressed the money into the boy's hand. The
tiny fingers closed on it, then he was gone. The door squesked again asthe boy pulled it closed behind
him. Troy turned and felt hisway through the darkness, sumbling over unseen objects, the saddlebags
catching on some obstruction. He freed the bags, then found what felt like bales of hay and lay down
behind them.



He was safe for the moment—but what would happen next? The old man had been angry at him and less
than clear. Something about arailroad. He didn't know what it meant.

L oud footsteps sounded in the barnyard outside and the door squedled shrilly asit was pulled open. Light
flared. The door banged shut and aman called out.

'Step forward. Where | can seeyou.'

Troy had no choice. He let the bags drop and stood up, walked out around the bales of hay. Blinking in
the light from the kerosene lantern. Staring a the man who was holding the gun.

A white man.

Chapter 23

'You'rethe one, dl right,’ the man said. 'Just keep those hands up high the way they are. I've been out
since late afternoon with the others, looking for you. Couldn't find atrace, no trace at dl. People Sarting
now to think the boy made the whole thing up. But standing here and looking at you now, why | would
say that he gave afair description.’

He was a big and solid man with bright red hair, hislarge belly swollen out over histrousersand
stretching the supporting red braces.

'What are you going to do with me? Troy said, looking at the long-barrelled pistol amed at his midriff.
'Going to shoot me?

"The man holding the pistol, he's the one asks the questions. So just keep your handsway up like that and
tell me who brought you here!’

'l don't know.'

"Who told you about me?

'l don't know that either.’

'‘Amazing. If | had my eyesclosed | would truly believethat | waslisteningto aY ankee.!’
"That's because | am one. From New Y ork City.'

'Wdll, | can believe that—you sure are something different. Don't know what to do about you.'
'While you're making your mind up—my arms are getting tired. Can | put them down now?

Without waiting for an answer Troy lowered his hands, shifting hisweight forward ashe did so. If he
dived, knocked the gun aside, he stood some chance.

'Y es, leave them down,’ the man said. He shoved the gun into the waistband of histrousersand Troy
relaxed histense muscles. 'Y ou'll be herefor ahit. I'll show you whereto hide. It'sjust adark holein the
ground under the molasses buitt, keep you dive though. In about aday or two you'll be moving out, when
the other two arrive!'

'Moving where?

‘North, of course.'



'Sorry. My businessis going to take me south. Thanks anyway.’

"Thanks...!" The man held up hislantern and leaned forward to look more closely at Troy. ‘Let metdll
you, you are indeed something different. Half the davesin the South trying to get north to Canada, and
you want to go in the other direction.’

'l do. And I'm not adave. The man who sent me here, he mentioned the word railroad. Thiswouldn't be
agtation on the Underground Railroad, would it?

"Y ou ask too many questions. Got your bags back there? Troy nodded. 'Get them. | don't want anyone
stumbling over them. Come in the house. | wasjust fixing dinner—I guess you could use some.’

'l could, thanks. Thelast timel ate—I just don't remember.’

'Stay next to me. I'm putting out the light. No on€e's close, my dogs make sure of that. But you might be
seen from adistance.’ Darkness engulfed them. Troy retrieved the saddlebags and followed the man out
of the barn. Something large pressed against him and he heard a deep growl.

'Easy, boy, easy, thisisafriend. Wak dowly, stranger. If you don't make any sudden moves they won't
bother you. Here, get insgde before | light the lantern.'

The kitchen was sparsely furnished but clean, the wooden table freshly scrubbed. The man hung the
lantern from ahook over the table then pumped a pitcher of fresh water at the sink. He put it on the table
aong with two stone mugs.

'l didn't light the fire today. But | got the butt end of aham and some cornbread.’
'‘Anything. | appreciateit. My nameis Troy Harmon.'

"What business could you possibly have in the South, Troy?

'Private business, Mister—I'm sorry, | didn't get your name.’

The man chewed on amouthful of cornbread dipped in molasses and shook his head in wonder. 'Y ou
areindeed something. The nameis Milo Doyle, since you know everything else about this place. And |
come from Boston, which explainswhy 1'm not shooting you on the spot.'

It explainsagresat dedl, Mr Doyle." The ham was gristly and badly cured, but Troy was ravenous. He
washed it down with the sweet-tasting water. ‘It explains why you're hel ping me, and the others you
mentioned aswell.'

'I've been here so long, people forget. Come down working on the railroad—funny, different kind of
railroad now. Married aloca girl, took up farming. She died, going on three years now, been on my own
since then. Not doing much other than fed sorry for mysdf. Actudly thought of sdlling out and going back
home. Never quite got around to it. Then one day afriend came by, he'salawyer now but | knew him
snce hewasthat high, from back home. Asked meto do alittle favour for him. Favours been getting
bigger and bigger ever since. Now you know all about me, Troy, so you can tell me about yourself.'

'‘Beglad to. Born and bred in New Y ork, on Long Idand. Went into the army when | wasyoung...'
'Watch it, son. That'sthefirst | heard they took anyone of your raceinto the United States Army.'

'Did | say that?I've donealot of fighting out of the country. A lot of armies aren't too particular about
skin. | can take care of mysdf. Right now I'm working on, well aproject, | have to find someone. And



I'm beginning to redlize that | can't doit done. I'd like to ask your advice. And maybe | can helpyouin
return. From what | have heard about the Underground Railroad it's an important work, helping runaway
davesget North.'

It'simportant al right, getting the freight north, but some of us are more important than others. Thisis
kind of asmal station, nothing like the one that poor Tom Garrett ran. Over two thousand and seven
hundred passengers he carried through Wilmington before they caught him.'

'l had no idea of the scope of the operation. But something this big, it can't be cheap to run. Y our
expenses for food and transportation, they must be pretty high. Which means we can help each other. |
can pay wdll for any assstance. So our relationship can be amutualy profitable one.’

Doyl€esjaw was gaping open, arivulet of molasses running down hischin.,

'Y ou ever think of salling snake 0il? Man talkslike you, he's got agreet future salling things. Mutualy
profitable relationship indeed! Why, you talk better than most preachers| know.'

Troy smiled. 'The advantage of agood education. Public School 117 and Jamaica High School—they
should only know!

'Advantage of something. But you want meto help you, you better tell me more about this man you are
looking for. A friend of yours?

‘The direct opposite. Hisred nameisWedey McCulloch, though he may have changed it. But frankly |
doubt that. He has killed three people that | know of. | want to find out where he is now, then let the
authorities know.'

‘A white man?

s

‘That'satdl order, Troy. Particularly in the South. Y ou'll never be ableto doit done!’

'I' know that now. | was perhaps alittle naive to think that | could. I'll need acover..."' Doylelooked
puzzled, not understanding. ‘No, not ared cover, | mean adifferent role. I've been thinking about it al

day. Let me know what you think. Would it be possible for me to go south as a personal servant? That
would mean locating someone white to front the operation. Do you think that it would work?

'l think | need adrink while | think about all that. Can't say right off if it can be done, but | can say that |
truly believeit isthe strangest ideal heard in dl my life He dumped aheavy stone jug onto the table,
pulled the corncob plug from it and poured their mugs full. Try this. Farmer down by the river makesit.
Charged me adimefor this crock. What do you think of it?

Troy sipped, then ingtantly regretted it. 'l think you got chested,’ he said hoarsely. Doyle nodded
gloomily.

'‘Overcharged. | knew it."' He smacked hislips over the corn liquor, then refilled hismug. 'But | think |
know the very man who might be able to help you. He's a Scotchman, writes for the newspapers or
something, in Washington. He's helped us alot, carries messages when he goes South. He might be just
your man.'

'If helll help it soundsidedl. Can you contact him?

Doylerasped hisfingers over hisjaw and nodded. 'I need me someiron nails, Hogg in the Cornersis out,



| dready asked. So | got agood reason to go into the city. If | leave early | can do my errands, be back
here by dusk. | can leave amessage for him if he's not there. With our people who'll know how to
contact him. But you'll have to stay buried in the hole until | get back.’

'l can use the rest, don't worry about me.’

'I'm worrying about me and how they would string me up if they found you here. I'll need some money to
convince the newspaper man.’

Troy dug into his pocket. 'Will ten dollars do?

'Do?1 said convince him, not buy him. Now grab your bags and let me show you the hole so | can get
me some deep.’

The hideaway had been skilfully constructed. The big molasses barrel swung aside on concegled pivots
to reved an opening. Benegth it a cave-like chamber had been dug into the sandy soil, supported by
lengths of tree trunk, the walls reinforced with split logs. A platform of split logs on thefloor lifted it
above the damp earth. There was a chamber pot, a bucket of water and bit of candleend setinto a
notch in abeam. Nothing e se.

'I'll bring you some vittlesin the morning before | go, were Doyl€'slast words as he sivung the barrel
back into place. Troy found a match and lit the candle, then dug out his revolver before he lay down. The
saddlebags made a satisfactory pillow and he was ad egp seconds after he blew the candle out.

Troy dozed on and off during the day after Doyle had left. There was nothing el se to do in the blackness
of the pit. With no way to measure the time, the day stretched on and on until he was sure that something
had gone wrong. He followed the dight draught until he found the open end of the clay pipe that admitted
fresh air, undoubtedly angled since no trace of light was visible through it. He pressed hisear toit.
Occasiondly distant sounds were carried to him, he heard acart once, then another time some children
shouting one to the other.

He was dozing again when he heard the loud barking of dogs. Intrude—or was it their master coming
home? In either case he was ready. When the trapdoor finally creaked open Troy was standing against
the back wall, his pistol aimed.

'‘Comeout, Doylesad. 'It'sdl right.'

Troy went warily, blinking in thelight of the lantern. A dim man, well dressed in adark suit and high
riding boots, stood behind Doyle.

'Who isthat? Troy asked.

'He'sthe onethat | told you about—so you can just put that hogdeg away. Thisis Mr Shaw, Mr Robbie
Shaw. | mentioned a bit about your plans and heisinterested. Y ou can tell him what you told me. You
two stay put here. The dogs are restless and I'm going to look around the grounds.’

He went out, taking the lamp with him; they could hear the dogs growling.
'Foxes, perhaps,’ Shaw said inaquiet voice. 'l believe that there are anumber of them in the vicinity.'
'l wouldn't know. I'm not from these parts.'

'Indeed you are not. Dare | say your accent isasdien asmine.'



'Y es, your accent,’ Troy peered through the darkness but the other man was only the vaguest blur. 'Y ou
know, you sound more like an Englishman than a Scotsman. No insult intended.’

‘None taken, I'm sure. Benefit of a Sassenach education. Winchester. My parents wanted meto get onin
theworld. Y ou strike me as being quite awell-travelled man and I'm getting more intrigued with every
passing moment. Two names were mentioned by our host. Y ou are Troy Harmon?

‘That'sright.’

'My pleasure, Mr Harmon. The other name was something of a surprise, the man you are seeking.
Wedey McCulloch, did | get that right?

‘Youdid.
"That couldn't be Colonel Wedey McCulloch by any chance, could it?

Troy eased the Colt out of hisbelt and pointed it in the darkness. "He has used the title of colond. Why
do you mention his name? Have you heard of him?

'Y ou might very well ask, dear boy. Because | know the colondl so well. | just wondered what your
interest in him could possibly be!'

Chapter 24

Troy's thoughts were as black as the darkness that surrounded them. Wasthis atrap? Had McCulloch
Set people to watch the spot where he had arrived—to seeif he had been followed? Was Doyle aso
McCulloch's man, waiting to draw him into atrap?

Therewasasngle metalic click as histhumb pulled down dowly on the hammer of the revolver.
'l say, issomething wrong? Robbie Shaw cdled out. ‘I s that agun you are cocking?

'Yes. A six-shot Calt. If | misswith thefirst shot, I'll see you in the blast and get you with the second. So
stand right where you are!’

'l wouldn't think of moving, my dear chap. Thereisno need for this, you know. Mr Doyle can vouch for
me, my credentials as regards the Underground Railroad are impeccable.. .

'Do you work for McCulloch?

'No, of course not. But | must assure you that my acquaintance with the colond has been of great
assigtance in the labours that your friends carry out. Through him | have been accepted in socid circles
that | might never have otherwise penetrated.’

Sudden light flared as Doyle entered the soreroom with the lantern.
'Dogs caught afox," he said, then saw Troy'sgun. 'What's al this now?
‘Lifeinsurance. Were you aware that your journdist hereiswell acquainted with Colond McCulloch?

'No, but I'm not surprised. He knows alot of people, both North and South. Put that damn pistol away
and comeinto the kitchen. | told you that he's one of us and you ought to be taking my word.'

Troy hesitated, then pushed the pistol into hisbdlt. 'If | am mistaken—well, | gpologize. But | think you
can understand my gpprehension.’



'No apologies needed, my dear fellow, Shaw said, waving the entire matter aside. Y et at the sametime
he breathed an inadvertent sigh of rdief. 'l am redly not very fond of deadly weapons. Ah, some of the
locd uisge beatha, thank you.' He seized the cup of moonshine that Doyle handed to him and drained
haf of itinagulp.

Troy took one too, but just Sipped at his asthey sat down round the table. "The interesting part,” Shaw
sad, staring into the depths of the mug, ‘isthat | knew Colonel McCulloch before | cameto this country.
Met him in Glasgow, in my father's club. They were doing some businesstogether.’

Troy leaned forward, trying not to let his eagerness show. 'What sort of trade is your father in, Mr
Shaw?

'Not trade! Dear no, nothing so crude. Heavy manufacturing, engineering plant.’
'Does he make machinesto work steel?

Shaw lifted one quizzica eyebrow. 'In fact, yes he does. And brass aswell. Do you know something that
| don't?

'Perhaps. Please go on.’

'Yes, wdll, it seemsthat the colond is going into engineering in amost enterprisng manner over here. He's
agreat borewith dl histalk of freeing the South from the shackles of Y ankee industry and that sort of
thing. Anything the pallid factory workers of the North can make the free men of the South can do better.
Or something like that. | never paid much attention. But | do know that he made large purchases, paid
cash, then shipped everything back here. He has agoing plant in Richmond, and is adways carrying on
about his hinges and ploughshares and geegaws of that sort. But thisis made bearable by the fact that he
isaso rich and has plenty of influential friends. So | make surethat | drop by and drink some of his
whisky whenever | passthrough. And that isthe whole of it." He drained his mug, then smiled asthe refill
gurgled into it. 'Now | think that some explanation of your overwhelming interest isin order.’

Troy had been thinking about it, knowing that he would have to answer this question sooner or later. It
would beimpaossibleto tell them the truth. But whatever story he told had better sound authentic. He had
decided that the wisest thing would be to provide someredigtic variation of the actua facts.

‘Colond McCulloch, if heisindeed the same man, isamurderer and an embezzler. A wanted man with a
priceon hishead. What | must do isseek him out in order to identify him. After | have done that, and if
he isindeed the same man, we will et the law take its course. | assure you, it isamatter of great
importance.’

"It sounds that way,' Doyle said. 'And you aso sound very much involved in it yourself. Areyou?

'Yes. | am determined to run thiskiller to ground. But my personal motives arentt redlly important to this
case. The law has been broken and acrimina isat large. | have ample fundsfor the investigation and will
pay well for assstance. As| have discovered—I can't do it done. Will you help me, Mr Shaw?

'‘Be ddighted to, Mr Harmon. For atruistic reasons too, of course. But aso for the money. I'm not
ashamed to admit that journalism isadamn poorly paid profession, and my father, rich asheis, has kept
the key firmly turned in the family strongbox ever since | was sent down from Oxford. Y ou must count
mein by al means. Exactly what sort of operation did you havein mind?

'l shall beyour servant. That will enable you to make dl of the arrangements, pay for everything. Whilel
shdl berdatively invisble, just following aong and carrying the bags. All right?



'Capital! But could you possibly ameliorate your accent and grammar dightly? | would hate to haveto
explain why my servant sounds more like my collegetutor.’

'Y assuh. Ah shorewill try.

'‘Adequate—and | am sure that practice will make perfect. Now to the details. He turned to Doyle.
'How do you suggest that we go about doing this?

'l suggest you Start by getting out of here tonight. There has been too much coming and going for my
peace of mind. I'll sall you my old mule for five dollars. He's one-eyed and swayback but still sound.
Troy canride him. | also got apair of old split shoesfor him to wear, leave those fancy boots here. Troy
can put that big pistol and whatever else he fanciesin aflour bag. Y ou take his saddlebags behind you,
Robbie, much too grand for the likes of him. That should do it—aslong as you, Troy, keep your mouth
shut until you learnto talk right.’

'Y assuh.!
'Sl don't sound right. Keep practisng.’
'Does your mule have asaddle? Troy asked.

'Nope. Niggersride bareback in case you haven't noticed. Y ou got alot to learn. I'm going to outfit you
two S0 you can stay away from the towns until Troy can face them without giving himsdf away. | have
some rubberized ponchos, blankets, pots and pans, tie them al onto the mule. Thisis good weather for
camping out. Y ou two just mosey south and take your time. Now, well have alittle bit more of this corn,
I'll give you some dinner, and then you'll be on your way. I'll rest alot easier when you're safely down the
road.

They entered the outskirts of Washington City alittle after dawn. Troy was hobbling along, leading the
scrawny mule which he had discovered had a spine like asawblade. Even sitting on the old wadded up
blanket didn't seem to help. But his discomfort was forgotten as the city emerged from the morning mist.

At this precise moment the physical redlity of hisvoyage back to the nineteenth century struck home for
thefirst time. He had been too busy just staying dive since he had arrived to redlly take much notice of
his surroundings. The rough clothes, the smplefittings of the farmhouse, they weren't that different from
things he had seen on summer vacations upstate. Even the shacks were alot better than the hoochesin
Nam. But thiswas the nation's capita, ared city, and even the name was different from the one he knew

it by.

The city was smdler, of course, much smdler than the sprawling metropolisit would become over a
century later. And it looked very different without the great bulks of the neo-Greek and Roman stone
piles of the federd buildings. The buildings now were smdler, of wood and brick, the streets narrower
and mostly unpaved. What struck him most was the complete absence of motorized traffic. Though the
streets werefilled with horses, carts and pedestrians. Horses! The sharp reek of horse manure dominated
al of the other amdlls, wiping out the odour of burning wood and even tempering the clouds of cod
smoke that blew over them when they passed atrain sation. Troy would have lingered hereif Shaw
hadn't cursed at him to kegp moving on. The shining black engine with its diamond stack, gleaming brass
and lesking-steam, it was just impossible to pass. Thiswas not history, thiswas the living present, and he
was haf-paralysed with the solidity of it dl. Only when he fet Shaw's boot-toein hisribs did he
remember where he was.



‘Boy, stop hanging back and rolling your eyeslike that. Mount your mule. We don't have dl day.’
"Y assuh, but ah got to fix thisropefirgt, else dl dese things gonnafal off.’
‘Don't touch that cinch, I'll take care of it."

Shaw swung down from his horse and bent to look at the buckle. 'Y ou're going too dow, gawking about,
someonewill notice," he whispered.

‘Sorry. But | don't think | can ride anymore. This beast's backbone has sawed mein two.'
'Lead it then, but we must keep moving.'

There was S0 much to see—but Shaw was right, they dare not stop and sightsee. But the glimpses were
tantaizing. The Capitol Building, looking from the distance very much asit did in hisday. But there were
no suburbs when they crossed into Virginia. And there were only swamps and nodding cattails on the
spot where the Washington National Airport would one day stand. The site of the Pentagon was agreen
meadow with grazing cows.

"Thisisagood timeto stop for lunch, Shaw said, turning off into afield. Troy stumbled wearily after him.

"Just about time," he said. 'These broken-down shoes are raising blisters on both my feet. Waking isas
bad, or worse, than riding this miserable candidate for the glue factory.’

'l must remember that expression, glue factory indeed! Y ou Y ankees do have an odd turn of phrase.
Now, while | stretch out, | suggest that you take this bucket down to that stream so you can water these
beasts.'

'Y es, massah, | jus do dat.’
‘Better. Yourelearning.'

The stream had cut away abank at least Six feet high. Troy went dong it until he found a path leading
down to the stream's edge. The water looked clear and fresh. He cupped some in his hands and drank
deep, then splashed more on his face to wash away some of the dust of the Washington streets. After
filling the bucket he climbed up the path, sopping instantly when he heard voices. Carefully, aninch a a
time, heraised his head behind the thick grass until he could see over it.

Two riders had reined up by their mounts and were talking to Robbie Shaw. One of them said something
and the other laughed loudly and swung down from his horse, at the same time drawing a dragoon pistol
from the holster attached to his saddle. Shaw took a step backwards, but the man followed him, poking
him in the scomach with his gun. The second man dismounted and walked towards Shaw's horse, which
skittered away from him. He grabbed the reins, pulling the creature's head down, then reached out to

open the saddlebags.
Whereadl of Troy's goods lay hidden. His money, the pistol, everything.
Chapter 25

Troy hesitated for onelong moment, taking it dl in, seeing the way the men were placed, before he
garted forward. As he cameinto sight he called out loudly.

'Massa, | done got de water like you say.’



He shuffled dowly forward as he spoke, head down, shoulders rounded, holding the handle of the pall
with both hands as though it were agreat weight. Under the lowered brim of his hat he could seethe
dismounted man spin about and point hisgun at him. His mounted companion had aso produced apistol.
Troy ignored this, il shuffling forward, humming and talking to himself under his bresth asthough he
were unaware of their presence.

It worked fine. The two men were smiling, waiting for him to notice them. Good. He would provide some
good thegtre, vintage Stepenfechit, or perhaps a quaking imitation of Jack Benny's Rochester in a
haunted house.

‘Lawdy!" he screeched when he got close, looking and seeing them. He clutched the bucket to him,
trembling so much that the water dopped and spilled over. Hetried to roll his eyes, but wasn't very good
ait.

Bad as the performance was, it had areceptive audience. The two men laughed and whooped, the one
on the ground opening his mouth wide revealing amouthful of blackened teeth. So greet washis
merriment that his pistol barrel dropped by degrees until it pointed at the ground. Troy shuffled and
looked around, as though searching for a place to hide, watching the other man dismount, waiting until the
horse blocked hisvison for an ingtant.

At that precise moment he threw the bucket into the laughing man'sface.

As he staggered backwards Troy was on top of him, driving his knee hard up into the man's crotch as he
twisted the gun from his hand. The man screamed shrilly asthey fell together. Troy rolled asthey struck
the ground, swinging the pistol up. The other man was till haf-hidden by hishorse, coming into view, his
own pistol aimed. Troy extended hisweapon at arm's length, sighted adlong it and pulled the trigger.

It banged like a cannon and kicked like amule, throwing hisarm high. But his shot had been good. The
other twisted, folded, tried to point his own gun, squeezed the trigger, then fell.

Asthe shot was fired Robbie Shaw cried out hoarsely and dropped to the ground. The stray bullet had
caught him. Troy started towards him, then saw that the first man had stumbled to hisfeet, groaning with
pain, but till ready to fight. He reached for the scabbard in the small of his back and pulled out abowie
knife with afoot-long blade, holding it straight out as he staggered forward.

Troy aimed the gun and pulled the trigger—then saw that it was asingle shot pistol. He threw it into the
man'sface, but the other merdly brushed it asde, moaning in agony and cursing horribly at the sametime.
And came on. Troy stepped backwards, his eye on the knife point, sumbled and fell. The other roared
and dropped on him.

It was atiny cracking sound, like two boards being smacked together. Troy saw the black hole appear in
the man'sforehead, then fill ingtantly with blood as he fell face downwardsinto the grass, unmoving.

Stunned, Troy looked over at Shaw sprawled on the ground. He had levered himself up on one e bow;
there was atiny smoking gunin hishand.

'Pepperbox,’ Shaw said, smiling grimly as he tucked the gun back into his vest pocket. "Two barrels, over
and under, two shots. | never go anywhere without it. Road agents are... quite common... these days.’

He grimaced with pain and Troy saw the blood soaking through histrousers, running down hisleg. Troy
moved fadt, turning over the dead man next to him and tearing off the man's wide legther belt, then
wrapping it twice around Shaw's thigh before drawing it tight. The flow of blood dowed, stopped. Troy
rose dowly to hisfeet and looked around.



'Bit of abutcher's shop," Robbie Shaw said. "Two dead, one injured. That's quite ajob you did,
unarmed. Taking on thosetwo like that, pisolsand all.’

'Y ou're not too shabby yoursdlf with that little popgun. | thought that you were ajourndist, aman of
peace?

'l am. But thisisahard world. My first assgnment in this country was as military correspondent during
the Indian wars. Worse than the Gorbals on Hogmanay night. That's where | learned how to shoot. But
now, dare | ask, what do we do next?

‘Take care of your wound. We're out of sight of the road so we don't have to worry about somebody
stumbling onto us. Anyone who might have heard the shots would have been here by now. Theway the
attack happened, | imaginethat this pair of thugs must have followed us from the city. They wouldn't have
started this unless they were sure that they were unobserved. WEIl worry about them later. Getting you
fixed takestop priority.'

Troy dug into the saddlebags and pulled out the flat box that held his medical supplies. He took out one
of the morphine styrettes and palmed it, then went to look at Shaw's wound. Using his clasp knife he dit
the trousers open.

'Looks rather nasty,’ Shaw said, Sitting up and leaning forward to examine the wound. 'Like I'd been shot
with acannon.’

"Just about,’ Troy said, kicking the falen pistol with histoe. 'Single shot, muzzle loader, must have a
half-inch bore. Now lie back and let me look at this. Lots of blood, but not as drastic asit seems. The
ball took out achunk of your thigh muscle but it kept on going.’

Under cover of hisbody, Troy cracked open the styrette and discarded the protective cover. One of the
newest ones, double shot. It would not only kill the pain but would put Shaw to deep aswell. He jabbed
it into the leg and pressed down on the plunger.

'l felt that! What are you doing? Shaw asked.
'Playing doctor. | told you to takeit easy.’

Hekicked aholein the turf, stamped the crushed remains of the styretteinto it, then covered it up again.
By thetime Troy had unpacked and returned with the rest of the medica kit Shaw was lying back with
his eyes closed, snoring hoarsely. Troy went to work.

He had plenty of experiencein field treatment, but thistime he would have to be the medic aswdll. At
least whatever he did to treat the wound would be better than anything else that might be donein this
primitive age. First he dusted the wound well with antibiotic powder, then eased up on the tourniquet.
Therewas only alittle bleeding now. He tightened it again, put on more powder, then applied a pressure
bandage. That would do. That had to do. No one could do any better. Here, in thisfield, he had used
medicines of adifferent era. When had antisepss started? With Lister, yes, 1865, he remembered the
date from school exams. He dways had amemory for dates.

Troy dipped abottle of penicillin tabletsinto his pocket, then put the rest of the kit away. Crows cawed
hoarsely in anearby grove of trees, the midday sun was hot, the horses, reins hanging, grazed therich
grass. Thetwo corpses lay where they had fallen. Something would have to be done about them. Troy
grabbed the nearest one by the boots, then dragged it acrossthe field to the shelter of thetrees. The
crows, cdling loudly, rosein ablack cloud and flew away.



It was afternoon before Shaw woke up. He opened his eyes and |ooked around. Troy kneeled next to
him and held out atin cup of water. Thanks,” Shaw said, draining it. Troy refilled it, then handed over
one of the penicillin tablets.

'Wash thisdown. It will be good for theleg.'

Shaw hesitated a second, then shrugged and swallowed the capsule. 'Was | dreaming—or wastherea
brace of toby men here a short while ago? Complete with mounts.'

"The best thing that you can do isforget about them. If we report what happened we will only get
involved with the authorities. The fewer questions we have to answer, the less publicity we get, the
happier I'll be. If someone had seen what happened at the time, that would have been different. But no
one seemsto have noticed. So | got things out of sight. The two men are in the woods over there, along
with their saddles and bridles, weapons, the lot. The horses are down by the stream.’

‘They'll befound.’

'Of course. But welll be gone by then. Aslong aswe are not seen in the vicinity we won't be suspected.
And I'mwilling to bet that pair are known to the police. | doubt if they will be missed. So let's move on.
Canyou ride with that leg?

'l think so. Truthisit doesn't hurt very much.'

It will. But by thetime it does we should have some miles under our belt. Well find aquiet spot and lay
up for the night. Then tomorrow welll seeif we can buy some kind of wagon for you to ridein. That
is—if you fed well enough to keep going on. We can till call thiswhole thing off now if you're not up to
it

'Excelsor!" Shaw said, sitting up and grimacing. 'Help me, theré's agood chap, and well presson. You
are amysterious man, Mr Harmon, and | intend to learn more about you and your mysteriousways. The
more | know, the more | have the feding that you are only telling me the smallest part of what is
happening. | mean to continue until | discover some of the verities!

'Y ou do that. Meanwhile let's get you onto this horse.’

They rode until dark, then found a campsite well away from the road. Troy kept the Colt tucked into his
belt and resolved that he would never be caught far away from it again. They did not want to draw
attention to themselves by building afire, so they finished off the last of the cold food Doyle had
provided. They regretted not having thefire, it might have driven off some of the mosquitoes. The only
waly to escape the insects attentions was to wrap themselvesin their blankets, despite the heat. But the
air soon cooled down a bit and they managed to get some deep.

Shortly after noon on the next day, they reached a small town named Woodbridge. There were some
brick buildings around the square, but the rest of the houses were made of wood. Shaw pointed to asign
hanging on the Sde of abarn.

‘Livery stable. | may surviveyet.'

Troy passed over asmall bag of gold coins. 'Get agood one. I'm going to beriding init too. No priceis
too greet if it means| can get off the back of thismule!

They had prepared a story to explain their circumstances. Shaw claimed to have hurt hisanklein afall.
His second pair of trousers covered the bandage and hisredistic limp gave plausibility to the story. Troy
kept carefully in the background while the purchase was completed, coming forward only when the



stable owner waved him over to hitch Shaw's horseto their new buggy. Troy made amess of it, he had
absolutely no idea of where all the lines and traces went, and was boxed on the ear and cursed out by the
man for hisefforts. After that he stood to one side, hand over his sore ear, while the man did it himself,
glaring at hisback and thinking about which way would be the most satisfactory to kill the son-of-a-bitch.

With their goods dumped into the buggy, the old mule tied on behind, the trip became agood dedl easier.
They couldn't hurry because Shaw's leg was tiff and painful, and too much travelling fatigued him grestly.
Troy tried not to show his concern when the wounded man developed afever but it was gone the next
morning. Shaw took his penicillin every day, and there were no signs of infection around the wound. It
should bedl right.

They proceeded at aleisurely pace, taking aweek to get to Richmond, reaching the city late one
afternoon when the shadows were dready danting lengthwise through the trees.

‘Lovely city,’ Shaw said, 'one of my favourites.
'Arewe going to thishotel of yours, the Blue House?

'Y es, they know me there, inexpensive, and the food isfilling. Frequented by commercid travellerswho
believein getting their money's worth. But well make alittle detour on the way there. Down this Street.
Pleasant homes.'

'Redlly great. Doesthe leg hurt?

'It redlly feedls much better. Throbs agood ded and protestsif | put too much weight onit. Otherwise,
doctor, the operation was a success. What are those little pills you make me take every day?

'l told you. An old secret family recipe against the fever. Seemsto have worked, too.'
'Indeed. There, see ahead? The large white house surrounded by the cast-iron fence.”
'| seeit. What about it?

"Thething about it isthat it is owned by the man | know as Colonel Wedey McCulloch. What must be
determined next, | imagine, isto discover if heisthe same man whom you arelooking for.'

Troy pulled hard on the reins and the horse whinnied in protest asit stopped. Troy looked at the house,
hisfacetight, staring as though he could see right through the wallsif he tried hard enough.

Had hefound him?

Wasthisthe end of the hunt—or just the beginning?

Chapter 26
ROBBIE SHAW

He was certainly a strange man, my new American friend, and | redlly wasn't quite sure what to make of
him. By that | don't mean that | had doubts about his courage—or hisresourcefulness. Thelittle
contretemps with the highwaymen had certainly proved his abilities on that score. It was anumber of
gmadl things, aswell as hisoveral manner, that | found so disturbing. His determination was rocklike and
seadfadt. It wasin every lineament of his body as he sat now, hisjaw clamped, staring a McCulloch's
house as though wishing to destroy it on theingtant. | am driven to admit that | felt asmall shiver at the
sght; I would not wish to be this man's enemy.



'Okay, that's enough, where to now? he said, giving the reins a snap to wake the nag up.
"Three streets ahead, then turnright.’

That was part of it, his use of language. What on earth did okay mean?| had vague memories of having
heard the term used before, though | could not remember the circumstances. Troy used other
expressonslike thisfrom timeto time, spoke them most naturally, though usualy when relaxed. | had
ceased to question him because he only put me off with vague explanations, then changed the subject.
But where had he learned to speek in thismanner? | am fairly well acquainted with the city of New Y ork,
sothat | can verify that he certainly did spesk inthe New Y ork style. But it was more than this. At times
| felt that he must belong to some secret organization, some mysterious order that had long been locked
away from theworld on ahidden idand, like some mad crestion of the author Edgar Allan Poe. | longed
to see what he had hidden in those saddlebags—but knew better than to even attempt to open them.
And hisknowledge of medicine was smply astonishing, far superior to that of any surgeon | have ever
met. My bullet wound was healing without suppuration, and | had avoided the fever perhaps because of
the strange and hitter tablets he made me swallow.

But it was hismanner that | found so disconcerting. Asthough he were awhite man turned black. When
we discussed things a night, when he was invisible to me, there was nothing in hisvoice to indicate that
he was other than an educated Y ankee. | have met many men of hisrace and have found them universally
untutored, thick of speech and bereft of any grasp of grammar, savages but lately drawn from their jungle
homes. But not this man. Hewasamydtery.

Asaways| was greeted with much enthusiasm at the Blue House hotel, undoubtedly since the owner,
Mrs Henley, entertains the basd ess hope that someday | shal smile with favour upon her not unattractive
daughter Arabella, marry her and take her away to afar superior life. | encourage thisambition just
enough to ensure that the service and the accommodation are of the finest, but not enough to entrap mein
the treacly mire of matrimony. Mrs Henley hersalf admitted meand | quickly distracted her attention so
she would not see the look of quick anger on Troy's countenance when she peremptorily sent him to the
stable to bed with the horses. | do fed sorry for him, he is so unable to accept the socia circumstances
that his colour forces upon him. But | was not sorry enough to regret my deeping on afeather bed while
he shared the equine hay. For | am greatly in need of the respite, my wound having made me restive
when trying to deep on the hard ground night after night. Thisnight | fell ingtantly into the embrace of
Morpheus and stirred not ajot until | awoke in the morning fedling truly refreshed for thefirst time since
my injury. | breakfasted heartily on ham, cornbread, fried corn fritters, eggs, kidneys, rashers of bacon,
and sweet preserves. | waswhistling when | joined Troy in the stable, but ceased instantly | caught his
eye. Hewas scowling mightily and trying to brush bits of hay from his clothing.

'‘Good morning. Have you broken your fast? | said.
'l have—if you consider cold grits and sour buttermilk a bregkfast,” he growled.

‘Thefood hereisn't too good, isit,' | said, trying to put from my mind memory of the breakfast | had just
eaten. 'Have you considered our plan of operation for the day?

'A great deal—and I've decided to risk it. Letting McCulloch take alook at me, that is. If | go snesking
around it'sonly going to look more suspicious. I'm counting on the fact that the last time he saw mewasa
long way from here, and under very different circumstances. | don't think hélll recognize me. If he does,
or asks you about me, do you know what to say?

'l do. I have the cover story memorized.' He nodded, accepting my use of the term ‘cover story’, not
redizing | had only recently learned thisunusud phrase from him. "Y ou are a servant of my friend in New



Y ork, Dick Van Zandt, loaned to me for atimeto assist me until my leg injuries are mended.
Satisfactory?

'Great. And don't forget, my nameis Tom.' For some reason he smiled at that. 'Now let's get moving. |
want to get this over with.'

Troy was silent during the drive, and | was aware of the tension that gripped him as we approached the
house and halted before the front doorway. He hel ped me down and held the horse while | addressed
mysdlf to the bellpull. A servant answered, onefamiliar to me.

'Isyour master at home? | asked.

Before he could answer there was the drum of ahorse's galloping hooves and the colonel himsdlf rode up
thedrive.

'I'll be damned—isthat you, Robbie!'

Itisindeed,’ | said, turning and taking a hobbling step towards him as he dismounted. He took no notice
of my servant, but over hisshoulder | saw Troy'sface frozen asrigid asarock. | think he had found his
man. McCulloch shook my hand, then indicated my leg.

'Fall off your horse? he asked.
"Just about, an equally boring accident. Which forces meto travel about in thisinferna buggy,'

'Wdl, comeinsde and I'll give you some whisky that will make you forget your troubles. Y our darkie can
take the trap around to the rear.’

Helooked behind him as he said this, waving Troy off in a peremptory manner. Then he lowered his
hand, but remained half-turned for an ingtant looking at Troy as he nodded then shuffled off leading the
horse. The colond took my arm as | made my dow way up the steps.

'Y our servant,’ he said. "A new purchase on your part?

"Tom?No, he'sjust anigger | borrowed from afriend in New Y ork, to drive me around. Why do you
ask?

'No reason. Just thought | had seen him before—but | couldn't, could 1? All these apeslook aike, don't
they?

Helaughed, and | pretended equa merriment. When in Rome. We went in—and the whisky was as
good as promised.

'Dammit, Wes,' | said, smacking my lipsover it.'"Asmuch as| lovethe digtillate of the Western Ides, |
must say that your Virginia product has agreat dedl to recommend it.’

'‘Coming from a Scotchman—high praise indeed. And your arrivd isafortunate one. | have aquestion
about some of the machinery that | am sure you can help me with. | must write to your father and you can
tell mewhat to say.'

'I'm no engineer, my father saw to it that | escaped the reek of the works and had a proper gentleman's
education.’

'Damn the gentleman! Y ou grew up around those machines and you know as much about them as any
man.’



"True—but don't tell father—or helll resent every farthing spent on my school fees!
"Finish that drink and well go over to the factory and I'll show you the problem. Okay?
'Y es, agreed, aslong as we can return to the rest of this bottle.

Okay. That'swhere | had heard that strange term before. Right here, from the colond'sown lips. The
sameword that Troy had used. What was the bond between this man of such high station and the black
man who had sought him out? | itched to know—yet dare not ask either of them.

The colond was quite proud of his manufactory, for in ayear'stime he had built it up into quite agoing
concern. The problem he wished to discuss concerned one of hisdrill presses. He pointed it out to me,
shouting above the roar of the leather belts whining about their pulleys above our heads.

‘Broken in hdf, seeit, thelarge supporting arm. Dumb nigger let it drop when we were moving it. | took
ayard of hide off hisback, but that won't fix the damage. Can | get areplacement—or must | return the
entiredrill press?

| bent stiffly and ran my fingers over the frame. 'See here, this number, cast right into the metal? That's the
identification of the wooden mould that thiswas made from. All you haveto do iswrite to father,

describe what happened, and give this number. They'll make anew sand mould, cast the part and ship it
to you. One of your fitters can tap out the old deeve here, then drill the new arm out to receiveit. There
will be no trouble putting it right again.'

| kept my eyes open aswefinished the tour, but the only thing at al out of the ordinary that | could
discover was alocked and barred storeroom. Since the colonel had been boring me with exact details of
everything e sewe had seen | felt that it was not out of order to question him about this. His manner was
50 offhand that | was sure he waslying.

'Secrets, Robbie, industria secrets. | am working on an improvement upon Whitney's cotton gin that will
make my fortune one day. But none shdl seeit until it is perfected. Now let's get back to that whisky.'

| made my apologies as soon as| could after lunch, pleading an aching leg, which was certainly the truth.
Troy brought the buggy around and helped me up into it, biting his lips shut, forcing himsdf to remain
quiet until we werewel out of sight of the house before speaking.

'He'sthe one, the Colondl Wedey McCulloch that I'm looking for!”

'He appeared to recognize you too, or at least he was interested in your identity. He accepted my
explanation, never mentioned it again. Just said something about &l of your race each resembling the
other.’

'He would, wouldn't he, the son-of-a-bitch. Another thing that | can tell you, he's not very loved by his
servants. They were amost too frightened to talk to me about him. One old man findly did. Seemsthat
McCulloch best one of hisdavesto death afew months ago. | believeit. He must bein hog heaven,
Massah McCulloch." Ashe said this, Troy spat with hatred into the dusty street. 'Servants dso said that
you went to hisfactory with him. What did you see there?

Hewastoo casud with the question; there was something el se about M cCulloch that he wanted badly to
know. | pretended innocence.

"Just one more dreary plant. I've been standing up too much. I'm looking forward with greet anticipation
to stretching out and putting thisleg up on acushion.’



'Were they making anything in particular? | mean anything unusua?

'Unusud in what way? When hefailed to answer at once | decided that the time had come to put the
question to him. 'l have afedling that there are anumber of itemsthat you have neglected to tell me
about. Isn't it time that you took me into your confidence? Or do you mistrust me?

He shook his head solemnly. 'No, Robbie, | have dll thetrust in theworld in you. But there are some
thingsthat | just can't explain. Youll just have to take my word for that. But | can tell you that our friend
the colondl is up to no good. It has something to do with weapons. Were they manufacturing anything like
that in hisfactory?

‘Emphaticaly no. Of that | can be certain. Mr Remington'srifle barrdl drill isan object | would recognize
at once. And they certainly weren't casting cannon.'

"There are different kinds of wespons. | have reason to suspect that McCulloch might beinvolved in the
manufacture of anew kind of gun. One that might be assembled out of very commonplace sted parts.
Wasthere anything like that?

'Sted parts galore, but | don't think any of them resembled gun parts. Of courseiif it were anew
invention, why then | couldn't tell. But there was one portion of the plant that we didn't enter. Locked and
seded. Animproved cotton gin waswhat he said. | remember thinking at the time that he must be lying,
though | didn't know why.'

"That'sit!" he said, striking me astunning and enthusiastic blow on the shoulder. ‘Do you think that your
game leg can stand up to alittle more riding? | want you to show me where thisfactory is, then give me
someideaof the location of the seeled area. I'll come back tonight by mysalf and see just what that
bastard istrying to hide!'

Chapter 27

The time must have been close to three o'clock in the morning; the night <till and hushed. When the moon
had set soon after two-thirty the degping city had sunk into an even deeper dumber in thewarm
darkness.

Troy dept in the hayloft, closeto the outsde wall of the stable, where the night sky was clearly visible
through the wide gap between the boards. He had woken twice, looked out and squinted at the moon,
then gone back to deep. Now he was awake, dipping water out of the bucket and rubbing it over his
face. One of the horses tirred in its stal when it heard the small sound, then blew restlessly through its
lips. It quieted when the barn door opened and shut noisalessly and silence descended once again.

Damp, hot, dark, the enemy on dl sdes; it was so much like Vietnam that Troy's handsfelt strangely
empty, missing the M-16 that had been so much apart of him. At first he had intended to bring the
revolver, but then had changed hismind. If he had to use aweapon it would mean that the mission had
been afallure. He wanted intelligence—not afire fight. The stedl lockpick was the weapon of choicethis
night. He aso had his clasp knife, aswell as a candle stub and some matches. There was nothing else that
he needed.

Moving through the darkness of the unlit Streets he felt secure, knowing that he would see or hear anyone
long before they could be aware of him. He was on familiar ground now, a night reconnaissance, a
graightforward mission.

Once adog barked, catching his smell on the warm breeze, but Troy waswell past before it had
detected his presence. Later on he became aware of approaching footsteps. He stood silently in the



darkness as the two men passed just afew yards away, talking quietly to each other.

Lessthan half an hour later he stood with his back to a picket fence, looking at the outline of the wooden
building againgt the stars. McCulloch'sfactory.

Troy remained there, motionless, for along time, the congtdllations of stars above dipping and vanishing
in the west, patiently waiting. Nothing disturbed the quiet of the night. There gppeared to be no
watchman, and no dogs. A horse whinnied in the distance, then grew slent. Thissmal noise did not
disturb the stillness of the night, deep and profound.

Hewasin the clear. Troy moved away from the fence and drifted silently across the road. The front door
of the building was before him and he pressed againgt it, hisfingers feding for the outline of the lock.
Getting through this was dmost too easy, the lock too smple. And there were certainly no electronic
alarms or detectors to worry about. Thelock snicked open and he pushed into the office beyond.

All of the interior doors were unlocked. Hefelt hisway into the larger, open space of the workshop,
filled with forms barely visblein the starlight that filtered through the high windows. To the rear, Robbie
had said, adoor in the back wall to the right of the forge. He moved forward, step by careful step.

Though he could not see the forge he felt the radiant heet of its presence. Soundlessly he crept by it,
running hisfinger tips dong the wooden wall until he found the outline of adoor frame. A hasp held it shut
and it was sedled with a padlock. Troy ran hisfingers over itsface, finding the keyhole, touching the
pivoted shackle where it went through the eye of the hasp. Fedling it move under hisfingers.

It was unlocked.
He stopped, motionless, not breathing, not making a sound. Thiswas an unexpected bit of luck.
But wasit just luck?

While his conscious mind considered thislogicd problem he found his body growing tense. He became
aware of agrowing sensation of unease. It appeared to have no physical source, he had heard nothing,
seen nothing. Y et there was this expanding fear whose existence could not be denied. It was a sensation
that he had experienced only once previoudy in hislife, on anight patrol. Just before they had been
ambushed. It was areaction at an ingtinctud levd, far removed from any rationa thought processes.

It was completely irrationa and emotional. Y et he had the sensation that something fearsome and deadly
lay just beyond the wall. Waiting there, scant inches away from him. It did not make any kind of logical
sense—hut he knew that something was there in the darkness. He tried to dismiss the sensation, but he
could not. The danger was unmistakably present.

He did not want to faceit nor discover what it was. But he had to respect it—more than respect—he
wasterrified of it. His heart was thudding with thisirrational fear and he wanted to get out of this dark
trap, to leave at once, to run and keep on running. But that was the one thing he was not going to do.
Instead of opening the door and facing whatever evil lay hidden on the other side, he would use other
meansto exorcizeit. Thetraditiona one. Still in absolute slence he withdrew the clasp knife from his
pocket and opened it. Sowly and carefully, in order not to make the dightest sound, he pulled his shirt
tall out of histrousers and used the razor-sharp blade to cut off a piece of cloth. He crumpled this, bent
and placed it againgt the wall, then took out amatch, cupping it in both hands. It made asmall crack and
ignited as he snapped the head with histhumbnail.

As soon asit was burning well he dropped the match onto the crumpled cloth, watched for amoment as
the cloth flared and caught fire. The flame, smdl asit was, gave off enough light for him to move quickly



across the workshop and out of the building the way he had come, finding shelter inasmall grove on the
far sde of the road.

Where he waited with unmoving patience.

Insde the building the firewould be dowly spreading, esting into the wooden wall, moving dong the
floor. Some minutes passed before he saw aflicker of light through one of the front windows of the
building. Only seconds after that there was the sound of adoor crashing open in the back of the building,
ahorse neighing with excitement, then the quick hammer of hooves as horse and rider burst out into the
dreet.

'Fire! Sound thedarm! Fire, fire!"
Troy smiled to himsdlf in the darkness. He knew that voice.
McCulloch.

Hiswasthe presence of evil sensed on the other sde of the wall. He had been laying in wait, ready to
spring the trap. It had been well-baited, Troy suddenly redlized, aplan undoubtedly galvanized by his
own presence. McCulloch had not been sure of hisidentity or he would have been seized on the spot.
But the colondl must have started to worry about the resemblance. Being athorough man, once he had
garted on thistrain of thought he would have followed it through to the end. He would have considered
the possibility of hisbeing followed back through time. And the colond was acareful man aswell. There
was aways the possibility that the resemblance might have been a chance one, but the trap had till been
laid to take care of the possibility that it had not. Therefore the guided tour, the implied secret of the
locked room, McCulloch was amaster tactician and his plan should have worked.

But it hadn't. It had come within ahair's breadth of succeeding. Yet it had failed. But it had been avery
closerun thing. If Troy had so much as opened that door afraction of an inch he would have been dead
on the spot, shot down instantly. He was sure of that now and felt the cool touch of perspiration at the
redlization of how close to death he had come.

But would there be anyone e se lying in ambush here? No, McCulloch must surdly have donethisaone,
trusting no one else with his secret, baiting the trap then lying in wait. But he had gone for the firemen.
Was there a chance now to get into the room? There had to be a back door.

No, too late. Lights were coming on in the houses; voices called out oneto the other. Fire! A constant
danger in this city of wooden buildings. Everyone was aware of the communa threat and hurried to help.
More and more people appeared and Troy drew deeper into the shadows.

Within minutesthe first of the fire engines appeared, horse-drawn and primitive. But effective. Shouting
men threw their weight onto the pump handles and the first streams of water jetted from the hose.

It was organized bedlam—but it was getting the job done. A bucket brigade formed, reaching to the well
of the nearest house, then bucket after bucket of water began to splash onto the soaring flames. Another
piece of fire gpparatus arrived and M cCulloch was there aswell now to lead them through the front of
the building to fight the fire from that side. Thiswas Troy's chance! Fire was no respecter of race. Black
and white were mixed together in the battle so there waslittle chance that he would even be noticed.

Troy ran to join the fire-fighters who were labouring at the back of the building.

Through the open rear door he saw that the interior was now amass of flames. The stream of water from
the hose was being played onto the roof above to stop the fire from spreading, while two rows of



swesting, shouting men hurled pails of water on the fire below. Troy seized up abucket and joined them.

It was hot and desperate work. For awhile the fire would appear to be under control—then it would
break out again, flaring up in the dry wood. Everyone was smeared and filthy with ashes, running with
sweet. Troy worked as hard as any of the others, moving in to fight the fire in the depths of the smoking
building. Pushing through the smoking embers. Kicking hisfoot againgt something made of metd.

He glanced around; for the moment no one seemed to be looking hisway. He bent swiftly, grabbed up
the metal and dropped it into the bucket. Plunging his hand into the water after it asthe hot metal seared
hisflesh. Then turning, bumping into others, making hisway out into the night.

Thefirgt casudties of the fire were on the far sde of the road, coughing with the agony of their
smoke-filled lungs. Troy joined them, his coughing redistic enough since he had breathed in agood ded
of the same smoke. He dropped to the ground, sat there, coughing, his head between hislegs. His hidden
fingers dipping the meta out of the bucket and conceding it insde his shirt.

The night grew darker as the flames were brought under control. He found that there was no difficulty at
al indipping away and then vanishing in the blackness.

Troy controlled hisimpatience until he was far from the scene of thefire, in asilent street among dark
trees. He sheltered behind arow of sweet-smelling shrubs, placed the piece of meta on the ground and
bent over it. The match flared and the stub of candle caught and flickered. Helet it burn for just a
moment, then blew it out.

But he had seen enough. He knew what he had. Carefully he took up the blackened piece of meta, held
it tightly in hishands

He had held apiece of sted like this once before, in adifferent time and place. That had been in the
Smithsonian Indtitute, in Washington.

The two pieces of metd wereidentical.

What he was holding now was the trigger plate of a Sten-gun.

Chapter 28

It was dawn before the fire was completely out. Streamers of smoke still drifted up from the blackened
ruins, while soot-smeared and weary men stood about in smal groups, or sat sprawled on the ground.
Wes McCulloch kicked at a burned timber in the workshop and cursed savagely under his breath. Bad,
but it could have been worse; the fire had been stopped in time and none of the machinery had been
serioudy damaged. It would al be working again as soon as the place was cleaned up and the leather
belts replaced. The storeroom had had the wort of it, but even there nothing irreplaceable had been
destroyed.

‘Thisisterrible, colond, terrible,' the fat man said, picking hisway ddicately through the rubble. His
spotless clothing and polished boots were sure indications that he had had no part in fighting the fire, no
matter how great his concern now. ‘Do you know how it started?

'No, senator, | don't,’ McCulloch said. 'But you can see over there, on the wall, where the centre of the
firewas. It appearsto have been located near the forge. Perhaps astray spark from that, smouldering,
you know how these things are.’ He turned as he heard the horses gallop up outside. 'Excuse me,
senator. We had better both get outside, it's not too comfortablein here!’



McCulloch waited until the senator had started talking to some of hisfriends before he waved the two
hard-looking men over to him.

'Hicks, | want you and Y ancy to get over to the Blue House hotdl. Do you know the Scotchman, Shaw,
the man who was with me yesterday?

‘Shoredo, colond. Littlefancy feller.'

'Get him. Wake him up, tell him | have to see him at once. If he argues with you, why, take him anyway. |
want you to get him back to the house—then lock him up. Usethat cdll in the dave quarters. He's
involved inthisfire. But don't let on about that until you get him away from the hotdl. | want to keep thisa
private matter, because after wetak to him | think that heis going to vanish, quiet like."

Youthink he set it!"

'No—but hisnigger did. So look around for the black bastard before you stir up Shaw. | don't think that
hell till be there, but look anyway. If you don't find him, why this Shaw will tell uswhere he can be
found. I'll seeto that mysdlf. Y ou just keep him locked away until | get back. That won't be until later
today. Now get him.'

McCulloch watched asthey kicked their mounts around and galloped away. Troy Harmon. He breathed
the name under hisbreath like acurse. It was acurse. Thejig had followed him after al! He never would
have believed that a creature like that would have had the guts. Not guts, just stupidity, animal reflex like
asnapping turtle hanging on after it was dead. Well, that didn't matter now. He was here, causing trouble.
And that newsman had brought him right to his door. Shaw was going to pay for that. If only hismind
hadn't been so occupied with the pressing mattersto hand, if he had only recognized the jig when he had
first appeared. Only later had the resemblance begun to worry him; the possibility had dways been there
that he might be followed. That was why he had taken precautions. The trap he had set had been agood
one, had aimost worked. But the jigalboo must have suspected something, found out some way. Well,
that didn't matter now. Everything else was progressing on schedule. All the plans had been made and
things were going forward without a hitch. Except for thislittle setback. So beit. Y ou had to take your
lossesinwar. A few lost battles didn't count. Thefina victory did. And that was the one that he was

goingtowin.

As so0n as the factory manager showed up, McCulloch put him in charge of the savage, then rode
home. It was amost seven o'clock. Plenty of time to wash and change, even have some breskfast. The
food would have to make up for the deep that he had missed. Coffee, and some of the bourbon. He
must remember to take aflask with him aswell. The meeting was set for ten. If he rode out by nine he
would be there with plenty of timeto spare.

A fresh horse, saddled and bridled, was waiting outside by the time McCulloch had finished breakfast,
then gone up to the safein his bedroom. It had been specially made for him in London; the locks had
been fitted in his presence. There were three of them, Situated one above the other, and only asingle set
of keysfor them in the entire world. He inserted the keys, one by one, turning them and unlocking the
solid stedl door, then dragging it open. Insde were fitted drawers containing alittle gold, agood dedl of
currency, aswell asdl of his papers. And the large wooden chest. He pulled the chest to him, smiling.
Thefuture of the South lay within.

After closing and locking the safe again, he wrapped the chest in awaterproof sheet and tucked it under
hisarm. The dave who was holding the horse tried to help him with it, but he dapped him away with his
riding crop. No black hands on this! He secured the chest in place behind the saddle, patted his pocket
to seeif the flask were secure, then swung up into the saddle.



He turned the horse away from the city and cantered dowly down the road.

Ten o'dlock found him at a country crossroadsin the hills. There were farms nearby, though none of them
were visble from this spot. Which iswhy he had picked it. The road behind him twisted off uphill before
vanishing into the thick forest. McCulloch looked at hiswatch, then put it away and took out the large
slver flask. He took a deep swallow, then a second, and was just lowering it when he heard the other
horse approaching. He spurred his own horse forward and was waiting when the other man rode up.

'Y ou are Colonel McCulloch? the newcomer said. He was an Army officer, alieutenant of the cavary,
and sat his spirited black horse with practised ease. Hislong dark hair swept down amost to hiscollar.
He had afull beard and long mustachios, his forehead high and fair, the eyes beneath penetrating and
sharp.

'l am McCulloch. I must thank you for coming al thisway, Sir, with scant reason given for your misson.'

'We have mutud friends, colondl, who assured me that the trip would be more than worthwhile. The most
important thing that will ever happen to you, one said. I'll admit that | am most intrigued. Now, colond,
will you divulgethis secret that has everyone so enthused?

'l will, lieutenant. But | won't tell you—I will show you. But not here. If you will be patient for a short
whilelonger, we will move farther back into thisforest."

Since neither of them was given to smal tak they rode in sllence. McCulloch was obvioudy familiar with
thetrack for he turned off onto asmall path that wound up through the trees. The path ended in asmall
open glade that faced towards the sharp rise of the hill. The colond dismounted and the other man swung
down beside him; they secured their horses under the trees. The lieutenant looked on with unconceded
curiosity as McCulloch undung the chest and carried it out into the sunlight.

"Thisiswhat you have cometo see, sir," McCulloch said, carefully unwrapping it. ‘| ask your patience for
amoment morewhilel point out somethingsthat | believe are obviousto us both. We are Southern

patriotsand | know that we both have faith in our just cause. | aso have reason to believe that when war
comes—and comeit shall just as certain as destiny—you will cast your ot unhesitatingly with the South.’

The officer nodded dowly. 'What you say istrue, though | have only lately determined that course. And |
gpoke of it to no one. How could you possibly know?

'Because | fed that | know you, lieutenant. | know your pride in your ability as a cavaryman—and your
unique dedication to that craft. | am now going to show you aweapon that | am sure you will appreciate.
But first, might | ask you aquestion? Are your troops equi pped with the new Sharps breechloading rifle?

'No—but | wish they were. In spite of dl the fancy talk the Army has scarcely any of them.’
‘A good weapon?

"The best. Too cumbersome to be used from horseback by cavary, but still afine infantry weapon. A
trained soldier can get off six, maybe seven shotsaminute.’

'Indeed,’ McCulloch said, obvioudy not too impressed. He opened the box and reached inside. 'In that
case, lieutenant, what would you say to awegpon that wasn't much larger than ahorse pistol—and could
fire more than ten shots every second ?

The lieutenant's voi ce was hushed as he looked into the box. ‘| would say, sir, that if such aweapon did
exist, why then that warfare would be avery different thing indeed.’



McCulloch placed the sted form of the submachinegun into his hands.

‘Compact, ugly, deadly,” McCulloch said. 'With the metal stock folded it isjust twenty incheslong. It
weighsonly six and haf pounds. Thismeta box contains thirty-two rounds of ammunition. It clipsinto
place underneath the receiver, here. Now | will demonstrate how to fire the weapon. Thissmall knobis
drawn back fully, until it clicksinto place. That isdl that must be done—because the gun will do dl the
rest. When thetrigger isdepressed it will fire. When thetrigger isreleased it will stop. It will do this until
the ammunition in the box is exhausted. Then it will take you only amoment to insert anew box—the
soldierswill carry bandoliers of these boxesfully loaded. Now watch.'

M cCulloch swung about, the gun at hiswait, and depressed the trigger. It roared out, again and again,
sending ahail of bullets through the trees and into the grassy bank beyond. Leaves and twigs floated
down in the sunlight; a branch broke and dropped to the ground. Then thefiring stopped and their heads
rang with the echo of the sound. A click and the empty cartridge box dropped to the ground; click, a
new one was inserted. He turned and handed the weapon to the cavaryman.

‘Hold it firmly. Therecail isdight, but it will climb up and to the right. Therefore you should fire short
bursts | etting the muzzle drop back on your target again after each burst.’

The lieutenant reached out and took the gun, feeling the cool meta of the stock, the warmth of the short
barrel. Heraised it dowly to his shoulder, looked over the fixed sights, then pulled the trigger. It
hammered loudly, again and again, brass shells raining to the ground, lead bullets screaming out. When
the last shot had been fired he looked down at the gun—then up at McCulloch—his eyeswide with
excitement.

‘This—thisisincredible! | never imagined anything likeit. A single soldier, amounted trooper, can have
the firing power of an entire squad.’

'And he can dso fire while mounted, whileriding a the enemy. The sights are fixed at ahundred yards,
but they aren't really needed. The gun sprays bullets like water from ahose. Just sweep it back and forth
and the enemy isdestroyed. Thisguniscaled... theVictory.'

'And it will bring victory,' the lieutenant said, laughing doud with enthusiasm. Thiswill change the entire
role of cavdry, turnit into the supreme striking force of anew army. It will make lightning wer, hitting
hard, suddenly, destructively. With thisthe cavary could strike the enemy amorta blow. They could hit
and destroy—and even keep moving on while leaving the infantry to mop up. But how does it operate?
How isit made? | have heard nothing of its existence before, not even awhisper of rumour.’

‘That isbecauseit isasecret known to but afew, true friends of the South. | make the guns mysdif,
openly in my Richmond plant. The parts, when separate, do not even resemble those of agun. They are
assembled at a secret Site where the cartridges are al so manufactured. Without these new cartridges the
Victory isjust acollection of dead metd. With them—why it isthe Victory!'

McCulloch pushed his thumb against the open end of one of the loaded clips and extracted a squat
cartridge, passed it over. 'Short and solid. The bullet weighs one-hundred and fifteen grains, the charge of
powder six. The casing is made of brass drawn to shape on aspeciad machinethat is manufactured in the
British Ides. The priming cap contains fulminating powder, the same sort that you will find inthe pinfire
cartridge. But the resemblance ends there. Thisisa centrefire cartridge and does not have to be inserted
and removed by hand. Thefiring pin dwaysimpactsin the correct place. Therecoil of thegunis
harnessed to extract the spent cartridge, then insert anew oneinits place.’

'So smple—and so obvious when you point it out.’



M cCulloch nodded agreement. ‘It needed but the design. The metal working and brass drawing tools
were readily available. Thereis no mystery to thisweapon. It isjust better, cheaper, faster—and
deadlier. | ask you now to imagineits use in battle. Soon the Union will be sundered, our South will bea
country initsown right at last. The war that will surely follow could be ashort, efficient war. Or adrawn
out and deadly one. To be absolutely sure that the war will end at once—what must be done?

"Why—march on Washington City, of course. It is poorly defended, the troops there raw and untrained.
They would probably fight, probably make astand a Bull Run, that's the obvious place to draw the
lines'

'Itisindeed,’ M cCulloch agreed, smiling to himsdlf. 'So what would happen to these troopsif you were
to attack them with five thousand horsemen—each armed with a Victory?

'What indeed! 1t would indeed be avictory. We would be unstoppable. We would take Washington and
destroy any troops foolish enough to attempt to take it back. The war would be won and the South
would be free. To takeitsrightful place among the nations of the world.' He spun about and seized
McCulloch by the hand.

'l am your man, gir. | will get the troopersif you will supply the guns. It will be done just asyou have
described it! Thank you, Colonel McCulloch.'

'No, Lieutenant Stuart, | am but theinstrument. All the thanks should go to you.’

J. E. B. Stuart was only hdf-listening; hiseyes had adistant look, as though he were gazing into the future
and seeing the attacking troopers, the battles and the victories that his horsemen and this Victory weapon
would surdly provide.

Chapter 29

It wasjust after Sx-thirty in the morning when Hicks and Y ancy knocked on the front door of the Blue
House hotel. They had to knock again, louder, before it was opened by Mrs Henley hersdlf, arms bare,
face flushed from the kitchen fire,

'Do you know what the hour is? What do you mean bothering honest people with al that hammering at
thistime of day?

‘Sorry, mam, but we came to find aMr Shaw who's staying here. Got an urgent message from Colonel
McCulloch for him.'

'It'stoo early for messages. Mr Shaw's adeep and | haven't even made the coffee yet.'

'Well, we don't want to bother him, not when he's till abed. | hear tell he's got anigger with him. Where
heat?1 can go and get him and he can gtir his master up.’

‘Out back in the stable. And | don't have any more time for jawing.'

The door dammed in their faces. 'Y ou stay here,' Hicks said. ‘Make sure he don't try to sashay out the
front door while we hanging around the back. I'll seeto that fire-raising buck.'

Y ancy settled down on the steps while Hicks got the big pistol from the holster on his saddle, then went
quietly down the dleyway towards the rear of the house. Y ancy pulled apiece of grass and chewed on it
dowly until Hicksreturned.

'Gone,' Hicks said, pushing the pistol into his belt and pulling his coat down to hideit. 'Didn't think hed



hang around, not after what he done. That Shaw, he's gonnatell us something about that...'
He spun about quickly asthe front door opened, then smiled as he saw the young girl standing there.

'Y ou shouldn't mind mamma," Arabella said. 'She's dways kind of short in the morning.' She reached
behind her and took atray off the table there and brought it outsde; there were two steaming mugs of
coffeeonit. 'Any friends of Mr Shaw's are friends of mine. Thought you might likethis!'

'Werefriends of his, dl right,’ Hicks said, winking broadly at Y ancy over Arabellashead. ‘Thisissure
fine coffee. | know he wantsto see us. Do you think hel's up yet?

'Heis. | brought him abasin of water some time ago. Just finish your coffee and I'll show you to his
room.’

It took the two men only aminute to drink the coffee, then they followed Arabella up the Sairs, waiting
until she had turned away before they knocked.

'It's open,’ Robbie Shaw called out when he heard the knock on the door. He was just finishing shaving
and helooked at the newcomersin the mirror asthey camein. 'Can | help you?

"The nameisHicks, Mr Shaw. | work for Colone McCulloch.

'Y es, Hicks, | recognized you. I've seen you there. Isthere any reason for thisearly cal? Herinsed the
straight-edged razor in the basin and wiped it on the towe.

'Big firelast night at the colond's factory—'
"Thefiredarm—it woke me up. Isit very bad?
'Not for meto say, Sir. But the colonel, he wants to see you at once. Sent usto bring you.'

"That's very agreeable of the colond. Please return and tell him I'll be over later this evening, after | have
taken care of some pressing métters.'

'l think hewould like to see you now.'
'I'm sure hewould, but it isimpossble. Now if you will kindly leave...'

‘Now," Hicks said, pulling the pistol and jamming it hard into Shaw's midriff. 'l want you to pack your
travelling bag and don't say another word, hear? We three are going to walk out that door sweet as pie
and you're going to look like you're redly enjoying it. Show him your Arkansastoothpick, Yancy.'

With asurprisingly quick movement the big man produced along-bladed knife and thrust it forward
towards Shaw.

'Old Y ancy herée's not too bright, but he knows how to use that thing. Wouldn't want no accidents when
wewak out of here. Now whereisyour bag at?

‘Theclost. I'll get it—'

'No, you won't. Yancy will. There might be agun in there aswell asthe bag and you might make a
mistake and get yoursdf hurt. Yancy, drag it out.'

Y ancy shifted the knife to hisleft hand, grabbed the doorknob with hisright hand and pulled.



Troy stepped out of the closet, bringing his raised hand down in an angled chop, the hard edge catching
the man on the sde of his neck. He grunted and folded, the knife dropping from his suddenly limp fingers.

Hicks heard the meaty thud of the blow. He spun about and raised the pistol—and screamed as Shaw's
razor dashed the back of his hand. He groaned terribly and clutched hard at hiswrit, the blood dripping
through hisfingers.

"Too much noise,' Troy said, baling hisfist and legping forward. The single blow collapsed the man into
Slence.

Troy bound the wounded man's hand with the towe while Shaw rinsed hisrazor in the bowl, then
dumped the pink-frothed water out the window. 'Do you think anyone heard? he asked.

Troy listened, then shook his head. 'Doesn't seem likeit. All quiet. Y ou're pretty fast with that blade, you
know?

'l had to be. | kept it handy since there was aways the chance someone would pull agun. Y ou wereright
about McCulloch sending awar party.'

'He had to. That fire only confirmed any suspicions he dready had. Now heis out to get me before | can
get him. But he has too much strength in thistown. It's no place to make a stand against him. We haveto
withdraw and regroup. But intelligently. That'swhy | wanted to wait until these roughnecks showed up. If
we had just tried to run he would have had a posse on our trail. Now we have bought sometime. Let's
make the most of it.'

He pulled the rope out from under the bed where he had thrown it and cut off alength. While Shaw
finished packing his bag Troy skilfully bound and gagged the two men. 'Y ou got the story straight? he
asked.

'It'snot too complicated. | grab aquick breskfast, tell them I'll be writing in my room &l day and not to
disturb me. Then back here and out the window and onto the barn roof, just the way you camein. Join
you out back where you will have the buggy.'

'Bang on. Can you makeit with that leg?

'No trouble. | might not be ableto climb up very easlly, but thisisjust a matter of hanging and dropping.’
'Doiit, then. By the time they discover thesetwo | want to be far away from here.’

The city wasjust gtirring to life as they went through it. 'Have you made any kind of aplan? Shaw asked.

‘Good question. If you want to know, | have been thinking about the answer to that one ever sncewe
decided to get out from under here. | don't see any easy answers. Everything I come up with, | right
away start worrying about McCulloch second guessing me. At first | had the strong temptation to heed
north to safety. But that's the obvious way and those roads are sure to be watched. The colond has
powerful friends—and they are all part of aconspiracy. | know that heis not doing thisthing aone. It's
too big.’

‘Can you tell me about it?

'l tell youwhat | can—only later. Let's save our necksfirgt. If going north isout, it would be equally
stupid to go south, too much like marching into the lion's den. Of course, we could head east for Norfolk,
but we would surely be spotted if wetried to get a ship out of the port.’



'Why not atrain?

'Worst of al. The gationswill be watched, and if they miss us here they can wire ahead for areception
committee!

"Turn |€ft at the next corner,’ Shaw said.
Troy looked at him questioningly. ‘Any reason why?

'Y es, of course. Since you have run out of suggestions | thought | would make one of my own. | suggest
aride on the Underground Railroad.’

'Of course! | was dumb not to think of it. Y ou've worked with these people, haven't you?

'l have. And | can take you to astation that is only ahaf-day's ride from here, just this sde of
Montpelier. But we're going to have to muddy the waters a bit first. We don't want to leave atrail that
points right to where were going. The way it stands now we are pretty easy to identify.’

'Y ou can say that again! A black man driving with awhite man in agreen buggy towing aone-eyed mulel
Wemight aswedll advertise!

'My fedings exactly. So we go and sl the muleto thislivery stable just outside of the city. Whenwe
leave he sees us head north on the turnpike. Only once we are out of sight we use the side road west, me
driving and you suffocating under the rug, on thefloor in back. By thetime they pick up our trail wewill
be gone without atrace.’

'Sounds good except for the head under the sack bit. Though maybe | can get some deep.’

By late afternoon the buggy had left the low-lying farming country and was moving dowly aong the dusty
road that wound up into the foothills of the Pledmont Plateau. The day was hot, but the air was so clear
that they could see the outline of the Blue Ridge Mountains far ahead. The horse was going dower and
dower, dmost winded, and Troy waked besideit, holding onto thereins.

'Much farther? Troy asked. 'I'm beginning to fed like this horse looks.'
‘A few milesmore, as| remember it. Want to rest?
'No. Keep going. Thelonger that we're on the road the more chance there is that someone will see us!'

Theroad twisted through apiney bit of forest, then around a sharp bend. Directly in front of them were
two grim looking men standing in the centre of the road. With rifleslevelled in their direction.

Troy'sfirst spasm of fear ebbed a bit when he saw that one of the men was black. If there was one thing
that he could be certain of—all of McCulloch's circle of accompliceswould belily-white.

'Keep your hands where we can see them,' the white man said, wiggling the gun in their direction. 'Now
just who are you and where are you going?

'It's none of your business,’ Shaw said quietly. 'If you just stand to one side we can ddliver ourselves.'

"Those are fancy words,' the man said, but he lowered his gun. 'People could talk, hear something like
Stand And Ddliver. But more important is, who do you know? Know Russdll?

'Of course | know Otis—because we're heading for hisfarm. And he knows me!'



'Does he? Almost time to tell me your name then.’

After the cryptic exchange Shaw agreed that it was too. ‘'My nameis Robbie Shaw. I've been dong this
bit of track before.’

"Why, you sure have!' the man said, eagerly, holding the gun aside and stepping forward, hand extended.
'Lagt time through Harriet Tubman told how you and she worked together.’

'She'swell—till!!

‘Can't stop her. Reward on her head in every state, sent five thousand people at least down theline, till
keeps going. All I can say it'sagood thing you know her and Otis because strangers aren't welcome here
right now. Got too many visitors up to the house, too much happening here. But some of us, we're going
to march out tonight and you're just in time to see us off.'

'March where?I've heard nothing.'

'Of course not. Secret's meant to be kept—but the world will know soon. We're off to the Kennedy
Farm, on the Maryland side of the Potomac.’

Shaw shook his head, puzzled. 'I'm afraid that | don't know it. Isit ahouse on the Railroad?

'No, just adilapidated old farm that we've been using. It'sjust afew miles outside of Harper's Ferry. It
has been rented by Mr Isaac Smith himsdlf. But that's just a name he used so they wouldn't know who he
was. But you know him.

"This Issac Smith is none other than John Brown himsdf. Yesheid'

John Brown, Troy thought to himself, suddenly cold. John Brown at Harper's Ferry. And today is the
fourteenth of October .

Clearly then, as clear asthough he were reading it from the printed page of a history book he saw the
date.

John Brown. Theraid on Harper's Ferry.
October 16, 1859.

Chapter 30

Troy sat quietly in the corner by the fireplace, Sipping a a cup of coffee. The wind had come up after
dark and there was a cold draught blowing through the chinks around the door. All of the abolitionistsin
the house were excited, talking animatedly. Only Troy did not join in. He was feding the weight of
history, feeling that these men were both alive and dead at the same time. Harper's Ferry. The attack was
two days away. The details of theraid and what followed tried to push up out of his memory—but he
would not let them. He did not want to know. He was here to stop McCulloch, prevent him carrying
through whatever mad scheme he had to use the submachineguns that he was manufacturing. Therefore
Troy's duty wasto ignore what was going on around him, to hear nothing about the planned raid. If he
sad one word—he would say too many. It had nothing to do with him, nothing at al. But he still could
not prevent himsalf from listening to what was being said.

Everyone present was hanging on the words of afrail young man who had just arrived that afternoon. He
was strange, excitable, odd to look at with his single staring eye, acloth patch over the other one. His
name was Francis Meriam and he was from the city of Boston.



"That wasit, hesad, that wasredly it. When | talked to this Negro man, why right away | knew that this
was my chanceto work for thisholy crusade. My uncle, he'sabig namein the abolition movement, but
he's not the only onein the family knowswhat iswhat. So when this man told me all about the Shepherd
down here, and what this business operation was that the Shepherd was involved in, then right away |
knew | had to come. | talked to Sanborn and he asked Higginson and they told meto come here. That's
what they did.

There seemed to be something wrong with the man, but none of the spectators took heed of it. He
tended to repeat himsdlf and to nod alot. Then every once in awhile he would wipe his mouth on the
back of hisdeeve, particularly when he got excited. Now he reached behind him, drew a carpetbag
close and openediit.

'l knew old John Brown, he needed my help to go stealing daves down South, and | knew there was
something else he could use.' He extracted aleather wallet from the bag and shook astream of gold
pieces out into his pam. 'Wesgpons and ammunition cost money—and that's just what | got here. Six
hundred dollarsin gold, you can count it if you want. Andit'sal for him, for the cause.’

'Blessyou, Mr Meriam," the old woman said, rocking in her chair by thefire. 'Bless you, because with
God's help the daves will be freed.

At that moment the outer door opened, in dramatic punctuation of her words. Some of those present
reached for their guns as aman pushed in, drenched with rain, leaning hard against the door to close it
againg the wind. He turned to face them, ayoung man in his early twenties, looking about the room as
though searching for someone.

'Francis Jackson Meriam—isthat you? he caled out.

Meriam climbed to hisfeet and hurried acrossto greet hisfriend, clutching his rain-wet hand. ‘John, they
sad that you would cometo meet me. Am | till intime? He turned to the others without waiting for an
answer. 'Everyone, thisis John Copeland whom you will remember took part in the Oberlin raid that was
indl the papers.’

They made the newcomer welcome. Someone handed him otherstried not to show their impatience to
hear the news. It was Meriam who findly burst out.

'How are they? How doesit go?

'Very well indeed. We got the message that you were coming, they sent me out to get you, show you the
way back. Thefarm is sort of crowded though, alot of usthere. Some of the men are like penned
animals, been locked in that house since August. But we are going to strike soon. The pikes have arrived,
and the guns. Everything isin readiness, at least that's what Mr Cook says. He's been in Harper's Ferry
for ayear now, working in the federal armoury. He knows everything about it. HE's so closeto it that he
even married one of the locd girls. He knows athing or two, does John E. Cook. He'safriend of mine,
he was up at the house and we taked, told me al about the armoury and everything. We're going to the
right place. Do you know how many stands of armsthey turn out there? They can make ten thousand a
year, that's what they can. They make everything there, got a big forge and amachine shop. Make
percussion caps, barrels and secret things too, secret kind of bullet, that'swhat Mr Cook said.'

Bullet! The word penetrated Troy like abullet itself. Of coursel The Sten-guns would be useless without
alarge supply of first classammunition. He had been so intent on the gun itself that he had never
congdered the thousands, hundreds of thousands, of cartridges they would need. Cartridges of akind he
had yet to see here. The clues had been under his nose ever since he had arrived, but he had been too
stupid to notice them. He had seen many different kinds of guns, smoothbore, rifled, muzzle loading, pin



fire and percussion cap—agresat variety—but none of them were capable of easy loading or of automatic
fire. Ammunition. There had been no sign of cartridges or gunpowder in McCulloch'sfactory. An
operation like that could not be easily hidden. Which meant that athough the guns were manufactured in
Richmond the ammunition wasn't. Where could the necessary bullets be made?

In agovernment amoury, of course.

The newcomer was gill talking, answering questions. Troy waited, kneading his knucklesimpatiently,
then findly brokein.

'Mr Copeland, I'm sorry to interrupt, but you said something amoment ago about anew kind of bullet
being manufactured in Harper's Ferry?

‘That'sright, that's what Mr Cook told me, and he's not the kind of man who would lie about athing like
that. They are making these bulletsin Hall's Rifle Works, out there on that idand in the Shenandoah.
Secret, guards al around. Y ou can't get near the place at dl.

'Did Mr Cook describe the bullet to you, tell you anything about it?

'Did more than that. Said that thiswas so secret it had to be important. He told meto tell John Brown
about it, and | did that. Something else he did, he got hold of some empty shell casings when they was
sweeping out, ones that had broke. For me to show to John Brown.'

'Could you describe them? Troy asked, forcing hisvoiceto remain cam.

'Do better than that. Let you look at one. Kept one for mysdlf.'

Herooted around in histrouser pocket, frowned, then put his hand in the other pocket.
'Don't think | lost it. Got it here some place. Yes, | knew it, here!'

Troy looked at the split shell casing resting on the pam of hishand, cracked in the drawing, it looked
like. A 9mm Parabellum, it could be nothing el se; he had fired enough of them to know. Ringed & the
base and punctured for the insertion of the percussion cap.

‘That'svery interesting,' he said, passing it back. 'And you'll be guiding Mr Meriam back to join the
others?

‘Surewill. Firdt thing in the morning.’
'l would like to volunteer to go with you. May 17
‘John Brown can use every man he can get.’

'I'm glad to hear that,” Robbie Shaw brokein, speaking for the first time—though he had been listening
intently. 'If he can use one volunteer he can use another. I'm going dong aswell.’

Hewaslooking straight at Troy ashe said it, and permitted a quick touch of asmileto move hislips.
There was much talk and excitement after that, and only later did Troy have a chanceto draw the
Scotsman aside.

'What did you do that for? Troy asked. Thisis no game now. People are going to get killed.'

It never was agame—but it has been apuzzle. Y ou know alot of thingsthat you haven't told me, though
tonight you did tell me that this new ammunition has agood deal to do with you or the colone—or both.



Theway you jumped when Copeland mentioned it. Are you going to let me know now what thisthing is
al about?

‘No. But | will tell you to get out whilethe going isgood. | have to go to Harper's Ferry, but you don't.
Please, Robbie, take my word for it. No good will come of this!'

'I'll take your word only when you let me know what this entire matter isal about. Can't you tell me what
you were looking for in McCulloch's factory? Y ou must have found something thereif you tried to burn it
down.’

Troy consdered it. He had proof now that M cCulloch was making the guns, and was a so somehow
involved in aconspiracy to manufacture the ammunition in agovernment armoury. This meant that a
number of people knew what was happening and it was no longer necessary to keep the Sten-gun a
secret. All he had to leave out was the fact that he had followed McCulloch here from the future.

‘All right. It'sonly fair that you know now. I'm agovernment agent following McCulloch. Not only did he
commit those murders| told you about, but he stole the drawings for a highly secret and deadly weapon.
He bdievesfirmly that war will soon come between the states, and he must have obtained the aid of
other, like-minded Southerners. Heis making the gun at hisfactory—I found apiece fromit. But he has
no ammunition worksthere, and this gun uses aspecid type of bullet. With acasing just like the onel
was holding. And that isthe puzzle. These cartridges are being made in agovernment armoury. Yet | can
guarantee you—the government knows nothing about this.

"The answer to that oneistragicaly easy. The officersin command of therifle works must al be Southern
sympathizers. That would be easy enough to arrange, so many of the Army officersare from Virginia
And what better place to hide the works than under everyone's noses? It'slike Edgar Allan Fo€'s story
of the purloined letter. I'm sorry, Troy, but after thisyou can't possibly stop me from joining you. What a
story thiswill make! Remember, I'm ajournalist first and an abolitionist second. Whatever happens at
Harper's Ferry, why, it will be the news story of the decade. We're both off to join John Brown!'

Chapter 31

The storm blew itself out during the night and Saturday, October 15, dawned fresh and fair. All of the
volunteers were up before dawn, ate a breakfast of hoecakes, and were on the road by first light.
Copeland and Meriam rode ahead, while Troy and Shaw followed in the buggy. They made steady
progress, and it was early in the afternoon when Copeland reined up his horse and pointed down the
hillsde

‘Thereitis, Harper's Ferry, he said. 'Other side of the Potomac there, that's Maryland. After that the
farmhouse is about seven milesfarther on. Y ou can see the bridge acrosstheriver, right over there.!'

'Will we have to go through the town? Shaw asked.
'Only way, unless you want to swim.’

"Then you ought to know that the daveholders are looking for me and Troy. They could have tel egraphed
adescription ahead to warn their people here to watch out for us. A black man and awhitemanina

buggy.’

'Easy enough to take care of that,’ Copeland said. 'One of you changes places, goes through town on
horseback.'

‘Better be me,’ Troy said. 'Hisleg is bandaged, that's why we're using the buggy.'



They rode into Harper's Ferry thisway, Francis Meriam sitting next to Shaw while Troy rode Meriam's
horse. The town was situated on aneck of land where the Shenandoah river joined the Potomac. This
gave it acramped appearance as the clustered homes, saloons, hotels and shops extended aong the
banks of both rivers and climbed up the dopes of Bolivar Heights behind. Copeland pointed out the
sights as they rode along Potomac Street, busy with itstraffic of horses, buggies and carts.

'See those buildings dong the street here, the ones that 0ok like factories? Wdll, they're not. That'sthe
federal armoury, al stretched out, starting right after the fire-engine house. Forging here, then machine
and stocking shop. The big one next isthe arsena where dl the arms are stored.

'Where istherifle factory you were tdling us about?

"That would be Hdll's Rifle Works, about ahaf mile further on, along that street, Shenandoah Street. See
it?It'son that littleidand right out therein the river. Always got two sentries out in front, night and day.
No one getsin or out lest they're known.'

It'sinthere, Troy thought, everything that | am looking for. It dl hasto bein there. The machinesto
manufacture the cartridges, the store of cartridges, maybe even the guns themselves. Assembled in there
and stored there. Two men, that's not much of aguard to stand against a sudden raid.

Which raised the biggest question of al. Why had McCulloch chosen this place, of dl the federd
armouries, to ste hisillega wegpons factory? He must know enough about history to know that John
Brown was going to raid here. That was afact in al the books. It wasimpossible to believe that he hadn't
read about it. So, knowing that the raid was coming—why, then, he must have taken precautionsto
prevent it. Possibly have prepared an ambush. But if it were an ambush, then John Brown would certainly
have been told about it. At least one of his spies, John Cook, worked here. There could be others. It
wasdl very unclear.

No one appeared to take any notice of them asthey passed through Harper's Ferry and onto the
covered bridge across the Potomac. It was arail bridge aswell and aB & O train from Washington
passed them half way across, shaking the structure beneath them and puffing out clouds of smoke. Soon
after crossing the bridge they turned off the turnpike and onto a country lane. Being careful that they were
not followed, Copeland led them up into the foothills of the mountains, to the secret hideout. A
ramshackle, two-storey farmhouse, with akitchen garden in front. Two young girls were working there,
and they waved to the men asthey came up. While they were tying up their horses the front door opened
and athin man with afull white beard stepped out. His face waslined, craggy, his mouth wide and sealed
into ahard dit.

'Mr Brown," Copeland said. 'l have brought some volunteersto join you.'
'Y ou are welcome, dl of you. Come into the house and meet the others!’

He nodded grimly at each of them as they went by, no touch of a smile loosening that tight-clamped
mouth. As Troy entered John Brown took him by the shoulder and said softly, 'Y ou arejoining in aholy
crusade to liberate your people.’ Troy nodded and went on—there wasllittle he could answer to that.

The smal rooms were crowded with men, twenty-four in al counting the newcomers. After introductions
had been made, Francis Meriam dived into his carpetbag and produced hiswallet.

‘Thisisfor you, Mr Brown, for the cause you so nobly lead.’

He poured out the stream of gold and John Brown clasped his hands and lowered his head.



'We must thank the Lord," he said. 'For bringing these men—and for bringing thisgold. Thisisasign, an
unmistakable sgn that it isHiswill that we move now.' Helooked around at the silent men, the gaze from
his glaring eyesthat of an avenging angel. The time has cometo act, and we shall. On the Sabbath, the
Lord'sday, wewill fal on the ungodly. We strike. Tomorrow! God has honoured but a comparatively
very smdl part of mankind with any possible chance for such mighty and soul-satisfying rewards as shdll
be ours. Wewill capture the armoury and our Negro brethren will risein their mighty wrath and strike
down their captors. So shdll it be!'

So shall it be, Troy thought. But how will it really be? If the soldierswere waiting in ambush thislittle
handful of foolhardy men would be massacred. Could he stop them? More important—should he stop
them? Wasit possible to change history, and if he did, what would the repercussions be? M cCulloch was
trying to change history, to bring about the world that he wanted, to perpetuate davery into the distant
future. No!

Perhaps John Brown'sinspirational sermon was affecting him aswell asthe others. He could now
understand their emotiona hatred of the indtitution of davery, how they would do anything to seeiit
destroyed. They wanted to bring about the Americathat he knew, that he had grown up in. It wasn't
perfect, he knew that, knew aso that no society or ingtitution was. But, by God, it wasinfinitely better
than thisdave sate, part of acountry that was hadf dave and half free. Being here, living here, he could
understand, not only understand but feel the causes of the dreadful war to come. No country could
possibly exist likethis, divided againgt itself. Nor would it. Theterrible conflict to come would decide
that. And unless he intervened the dave holders might win. The world that he had known might never
exis.

That could not be—would not be! He had to make absolutely sure that never happened.

Y t, at the sametime, he felt that he could not stand idly by while these good men committed suicide. He
owed it to them, to the cause they dl beieved in, to give them somewarning. It might change afootnote
of history, but they deserved something better than being butchered outright.

At the earliest opportunity he sought John Brown out and drew him aside.
‘Mr Brown, could | possibly talk to you for afew moments?
'Of course, | am at your service. We can go into the kitchen, it will be quieter in there.”

They sat by thefire. John Brown looked into its depths, raised his hands to warm them there, seeing the
future perhaps. Seeing hisrebellion triumphant. Troy looked too, seeking away to give hiswarning that
did not betray the source of his knowledge.

'Do you know a Colonel McCulloch, from Richmond?

'l know of him, though | have never met him. An evil man. | have been told that he killed one of his
daves. May the good Lord in hiswrath strike him down.’

'Amen to that. But | have positive information, through an organization | work for, that McCulloch has
discovered what you are planning to do. He may havelaid atrap for you to fdl into.'

'Y ou are good to tell methis, but do not fear, for we walk in the protection of our Lord. Others have
tried to betray us, for the best of reasons as well asthe worst, but have not succeeded. | know for afact
that my good friend from lowa, David J. Gue, has decided that we will dl bekilled if our plansgo
through. Though he has now repented his act he did indeed send aletter of warning to the Secretary of
War. But this letter has been completely ignored. Now why should that be? Only one reason, my son.



We stand in the palm of the Lord and he does protect us. | thank you for this attempt to warn us of the
machinations of thisman of evil. But he shall not prevail. The plans have been made, the troops
assembled, the arms ready. We march tomorrow. And will you march with us?

Troy hesitated, then nodded. He had no choice, none at al.
'Yes, | will marchwith you.'

Perhaps this moment had been ordained since he had followed M cCulloch to thistime and place.
Perhaps history was dready written and unchangeable.

Wéll, either way, they would find out tomorrow. It wasimpossible to decide now. He stayed awake half
the night, searching for an answer, but fell adeep with the problem il unresolved.

They were up a dawn—then John Brown summoned them into the living-room for afina service of
worship. Firgt he read them passages from the Bible that offered hopeto al daves, then he asked them
dl tojoin himin aprayer to God to assst them in the liberation of the bondmen of this daveholding land.

After that he explained his battle plans and Troy wished that there had been less praying and more
reconnaissance. It did not need any knowledge of history to tell that the raid was doomed to failure. They
planned to attack and hold the federal armoury—and that was al. No escape routes had been worked
out in case they were counterattacked by militiaor federa troops. Everything relied on adave uprising to
save them—Dbut no warning had been sent out to the daves, nor had any effort been made to organize
them. All attempts to convince John Brown to take precautions or to make aternative plans were turned
away with areteration of 'God will guard and shield us'’

When the battle assgnments were given out, Troy had no difficulty in volunteering to lead the attack on
Hall'sRifle Works. The only federa troopsin the city were stationed here and none of the volunteers
were eager to face up to them. Shaw joined him, while some others were assigned to aid them in the
attack.

That wasit. The plans made, the die cast. The tension mounted through the day, until eight o'clock that
night when John Brown called them together again.

'Men, itisadmost time. | beg of you, when we attack, not to spill blood needlesdy, but till you must not
hestate to defend yourselves. Some of you may bekilled, indeed dl of usmay diein this attempt to Strike
ablow for freedom and justice in this dave-cursed land. We have here only onelifeto live, and once only
to die. But you must remember that if we do lose our livesit will perhaps do more for the cause than our
liveswould beworth in any other way.'

They bowed their headsin onelast prayer. Then John Brown rose from his knees and stood before
them, arms uplifted, with his glaring eyes and white beard ooking very much like the avenging angel of
the Lord that he believed himsdlf to be.

'Men," he called out. 'Get your arms. We will proceed to the Ferry!

Chapter 32

John Brown led the way, riding on the wagon loaded with pikes that were meant to arm the freed daves.
The othersfollowed, solemnly asthough it were afunera procession, along the country road towardsthe
Potomac. It was a bitter, dark night and before they had gone very far it began to rain, afine drizzle that
chilled them even further. The steep road wound down from the hills, past an occasona farmhouse, then
out into the valey. Ahead of them were the lights of Harper's Ferry. Robbie could see them clearly from



the back of the wagon where he rode because of his bad leg. He clutched the saddlebags across his lap
and shivered with cold.

Each man knew what part he had to play in the attack. They marched in slence along the cand that ran
besi de the Potomac, then paused when they came to the bridge. Two of the men, the ones who had been
assigned to cut the telegraph lines, vanished into the darkness. As soon as they were gone, Brown waved
his hand and two others moved quickly out across the bridge and captured the night watchman at the
other end.

The way was now open. They crossed the bridge in silence and deployed through the streets, moving
with caution past the lights of the Gait House sdloon and the Wager House hotdl. Guards were lft on the
Shenandoah bridge while the main force moved on the arsend and armoury buildings—which were
guarded by asingle, ederly watchman. They captured him, then swarmed through the buildings. They
found no other guards or watchmen. When the buildings had been secured, Brown turned and levelled
hisfinger at their terrifed prisoner.

‘Thisisadave State—and | shdl free all of the Negroesin this State. | have possession now of the
United States armoury, and if any of the citizensinterfere with mel must only burn the town and have
blood.'

With these words he waved Troy and the other attackers on to Hall's Rifle Works, the only one of the
federal buildings till not secured. Asthey went quickly down Shenandoah Street, Troy looked carefully
along thewater's edge. He raised his pistol and halted the attackers when he saw what he wanted.

"There are guards at the front gate and we may not be able to take them by surprise. | want you men to
approach them. If they shoot and repel you, retire and keep up a covering fire. I'm going to use this boat
to get behind the works and take them from the flank. Now move out.’

'I'll come with you," Shaw said. Troy shook his head.

'No, Robbie, you'll be far more valuable to the attack if you remain here. Y ou can take care of the
saddlebags aswell. | know nothing about these men—but | do know you, and can count upon you to
stay and draw their fire. If the soldiers are distracted like that | should be able to penetrate from the rear.
Will you doit?

'Of course. How much time do you need?

‘Just afew minutesto get into position.’ Asthe others moved away he lowered his voice so only Shaw
could hear. 'McCulloch may know about this raid—so there might be avery good chance that thereisa
trap laid in there. Waich yoursdf.'

‘And the same. Good luck.'

Troy opened his knife and sawed at the rope holding the boat to the bank, then pushed it free and
jumped inside. He groped through the cold water in the bottom until he found an oar. Just one. It would
have to do. He sculled out into the river and felt the current carry the boat towards the idand. There was
abarely visble dark patch, mud bank or sand flat, behind the building and he headed for it, feding the
boat grind to astop. As he jumped onto the bank he heard the rattle of gunfire. The attack had begun.
His groping fingers found some bushes growing at the river's edge and he tied the rope to one of them,
hearing distant shouts and the increasing sound of the guns. There must be strong resistance. But on this
gdethe building was silent and dark. There were windows, but they were smal and high above the
ground. No good. Therejust had to be another way in. He ran dong the wall, pistol ready in his hand.
Nothing.



Only when heturned the corner did he seethe small door let intothewall. Asheran towardsit the
sound of firing increased suddenly, then died away. Had the attackers forced their way in? No, they must
have been repulsed for the firing began again, just occasiona shots. He had to get through the door.

It was locked, made of solid wood, and did not budge when he threw hisweight againgt it. There was
only one way then to get through it. A noisy way—he would have to movefast.

Hefired two shots at point blank range into the lock, then rammed his shoulder againgt the door again. It
shuddered, there was the rattle of broken rnetal, then it gave way. Troy pushed it wide, dived through
and rolled behind a pile of crates. There was no return fire. For the moment.

Hewasin alarge room, filled with stacked boxes; asmall lantern on the opposite wall shed afitful yellow
glow. It was silent. There was agood chance that he was done in the room. He must keep moving. He
was accomplishing nothing just lying there,

Standing, dowly, gun ready, he ran towards the door in the far wall. Just asit burst open and adark
figure appeared in the opening.

There was no conscious thought involved, just reflex action that hurled him to one side. He hit hard and
rolled over in the dugt, the pistol extended before him.

The rapid hammer of gunfire sounded from the doorway, the bullets tearing into the wooden floor beside
his body, chewing their way towards him. He could only leve hisrevolver at theflaring muzzleblast and
pull the trigger over and over again until the wegpon was empty. Waiting for the return fire.

It never came. In the silence that followed he could clearly hear the dither of cloth on wood, followed by
aheavy thud asthe body hit the floor. The lantern was just above the dead man, the light glinting from his
open, motionless eyes.

Shining aswell on the stedl of the submachinegun gtill clasped across his chest.

Troy acted without thinking, shoving hisempty pistol into hisbelt and diving forward to seizethe
Sten-gun from the dead man's grasp. Swinging it up. Facing an empty halway lined with closed doors. A
moment's respite. Keegping the gun trained ahead, hisfinger over thetrigger, heran hisleft hand over the
body. Seized the two magazines stuck under the man's belt; felt with hisfingertips to make sure that they
were full. Pushed them under his own belt—then ran forward and kicked open the door at the far end of
thehdl.

It was Smple daughter. The men a the windows were armed with rifles and pistols, facing away from
him, turning only when he sarted to fire.

The bullets sprayed out, cut them down, the clip emptied. He jammed in afresh one and turned the gun
on awounded man who wastrying to raise hisrifle. Dropped him. Saw theimpact of the bulletson his
body. Bulletsthat cut through his Army uniform and into hisflesh.

They weredl soldiers, every man that he had killed, murdered. Soldiersin the United States Army. But
as he dragged in agasping breath he forced himsdlf to remember that they weretraitors aswell to the
government they had taken an oath to serve. All of them were Southern sympathizers, al weretaking
part in the conspiracy to bring down the Union. He dropped the emptied clip and clicked afull oneinto
place.

The night was suddenly silent. Thefiring outside the building had ceased. He backed dowly to the
entrance door, the questing muzzle of hisgun looking on al sdes. There were no survivors. He still kept it



pointed while he wrestled the wooden bar off the door and pulled it open with one hand.
'Isthat you? avoice caled from the darkness outside. It was Shaw's.
‘Right. Come ahead. I'm pretty certain that al resistance here has been knocked out.’

There were two dead guards outside. Shaw stepped over the bodies and pushed the door wide, then
handed in the saddlebags. 'How did it go? Troy asked.

'Not good. The guards saw us, opened fire. We returned it, got them both, but it alerted the others
insde. Y ou know what happened after that."

'| certainly do. | camein the back way. | was lucky.'
'We have two men dead. One wounded. And another man who's not hurt.'

'Go to him. Tell him to get the wounded man to John Brown. Heisto report that we have secured the
rifleworksand dl iswell.'

'Right."

Troy stood in silence, gun pointed and ready, until Shaw returned. ‘Bolt the door,” he ordered. Shaw did
30, looking around at the huddled bodies as he pushed the bar into place, then a Troy. He pointed.
'Isthat the gun you told me about?

'Itis. You have seen what it can do. What do you think an army of rebels could do with gunslike this?
'Sweet Jesus,’ Shaw breathed. 'Arewein time?

'l think s0. The wegpon's existenceis ftill being kept secret. The chances are that they might still be
stored here. Let'slook. Y ou take this. Here!'

He handed over the submachinegun and Shaw took it reluctantly. 'l don't know anything about it," he
sad.

Troy nodded grimly. "Y ou don't have to know, not with agun like this. It's cocked now. Just point it and
pull thetrigger. It sprays death. Now cover me!'

Troy carefully reloaded his pistol before they began the search. Shaw stood ready with the Sten asthey
went through the building, room by room. There was no one e se there. They were amost certain of this
when they found the guard room; Troy pointed to the beds.

'Eight of them. And eight dead soldiers. | think we havethem dl. But | ill don't want to take any
chances.'

Half of therifle works was made up of the machine shop. There were long-bedded drills for
manufacturing the rifled barrels, aswell asiron-framed pressesfor drawing the cartridges. To the rear
were storerooms for bar metal and other supplies, aswell as a sedled room that proved to befilled with
barrels of gunpowder and boxes of fulminate caps. It was next to a bigger storeroom with an even
heavier locked door. It took them a quarter of an hour, working with crowbars, to smash their way
through it. When the door finally opened, Troy stepped in, holding the lantern high.

Boxes were stacked there, row after row of them, stretching from the floor dmost up to the rafters. They
walked to the nearest ones, gill unsedled, and looked in.



Thefirst onewasfilled with negtly packed brass boxes of bullets.
Submachineguns were in the next crate.
'Isthisit? Shaw asked. 'What you were looking for?

‘It is. The machinery to manufacture these wegpons, and the guns and ammunition aswell. All inone
place. It'samost too much to expect. But we must make the most of the opportunity.' Helooked dowly
around. 'We better get started—we have plenty of work to finish before the night is out.’

'What are you going to do?

'l thought it was obvious. Blow up the machinery. Burn this place down. Destroy it utterly. And when that
isdone we go after McCulloch. No more running away.

' must find that man and kill him. Thisthreat must be ended for ever.'

Chapter 33

'If you redly want to prevent this factory from ever operating again,’ Shaw said, 'you are going to have a
mogt difficult job.'

"Why?Won't burning it down put it out of commission?

'Only temporarily—if there are people who are redlly desperate to keep it running.' He dapped the frame
of one of the big presses. These things are made of cast-iron and stedl. 1've seen them taken out of the
burned ruins of a collapsed building, dusted off and greased—and put back to work within twenty-four

hours.’
"Then what are we to do? Troy asked.

'We are to do what our French cousins call sabotage, an act of botching. We shdl botch these machines
beyond repair. The drawing presses that form the cartridges would be the best for usto work our
mischief upon. They are the most delicate—and practically irreplaceable. Specialy madeto order in
Scotland. A charge of black powder for each one should do the job well enough.'

‘All right. I'll make up the explosives and you can show me where to place them. Well dso lay black
powder over the boxes of cartridges, make sure that they burn and explode. Which leaves only the guns
themselves to worry about. They're rugged. Even if the boxesthey are packed in are burned, we have no
guarantee that they will be put out of commission. If they were cleaned up—and there is another store of
cartridges someplace—this entire effort would be wasted.'

Thenit'sinto the river with them. A few daysin the water and they will be completely unserviceable!
‘Right, Let'sdoit. But it's not going to be an easy job. There must be thousands of them in these boxes.”

‘Then it istime we started, isn't it? Shaw said, taking off his coat. "'Well see how many we can givethe
deep six before dawn.’

It was an exhausting night's work. Once the charges had been placed on the machinery, they turned to
the crates of submachineguns. Breaking them open and carrying the guns out the Side entrance to the
river bank. Hurling them out into the dark water. The work seemed endless and they till were not
finished when thefirst light of dawn spread across the eastern sky. The rain had stopped, though the sky
was till overcast. Troy dropped onto a box, gasping with exhaustion.



'Enough..." hesaid. 'We haveto lay fusetrails, think of getting out of here." He hesitated, looking at
Shaw. 'We must be well away from here by dawn. | have sure knowledge that thisrebellion is doomed. |
tried to tell John Brown that—but he wouldn't listen. Everyone taking part in thisraid, everyone who has
not escaped, will bekilled. Of that | am absolutely certain.’

'How do you know?

'l can't tell you that now. Please, Robbie, take my word for it. We must get away. Well use the rowboat
sgncetheland side of the building will surdly be watched.’

They had been hearing sporadic gunfire for some time now: there was no escape back the way they had
come.

‘All right, Iet'sdo it. | have none of the love of certain death that possesses our friend Brown.'

Carefully, so as not to step on the grains of powder and cause a premature explosion, they trickled fine
streams of gunpowder from the remaining barres. Joining the trailstogether and leading afind trail out of
the open door. The half-empty barrels were placed on the last crates of guns, then they were ready.
When Troy put the lantern down he saw the outline of the building againgt the sky.

'It'stime. We should be safe back against the base of the wall here when the charges explode. As soon
aswe are surethe place is burning well well take to the boat. I'm bringing thiswith us." He placed the
saddlebags and the loaded Sten-gun under the front seet of the boat. 'If we are seen we may have to
defend ourselves. Thisgun will even the odds. If we are not attacked—it joinsthe othersin theriver. We
gill have our pistols. Ready?

'Yes, doit.'

They pressed close to the dressed stone foundation of the building as Troy broke the glass globe of the
lantern, then thrust the burning wick into the train of powder. With a soft burst of flame and smokeit
caught and the crackling fire vanished through the door.

Aningant later multiple explosions shook the wal againgt which they were leaning. Flame gouted through
the windows as they exploded outwards with a crash of breaking glass. Smoke followed the flame,
red-lit smoke showing that the combustibles had caught fire.

‘That'sdoneit!" Troy shouted over theroar of the blaze. ‘Let's get out of here!'

They ran to the boat, jumped in and pushed it free. Troy seized up the single paddle and rowed hard, out
into the fast-flowing river and away from the burning building. There was no one on the shore that they
could see. Nevertheless he rowed on with dl his strength, until they were well away from theidand and
invisblefrom the shorein the dim greyness of dawn.

Troy was gasping, hisarms burning with the effort, and was only too happy to let Shaw take over from
him. They shared the rowing after this, turn and turn about, until they approached the black outline of the
opposite bank. Therifle works burned brightly behind them; ahead of them the landscape was emerging
with thefirst grey light of dawn.

'Can you see anything on the river bank? Shaw asked.
‘Nothing. Seemsto be just meadows aong here. But we're not too far from the road.’

'Y et if any one were there they should be visible by now. | think that we arein the clear.’



It was quiet, the only sound the splash of the oar as they approached the shore. Then the bow scraped
againg the bottom under the doping bank. A bird cdled plaintively in the dawn. There were no other
sounds. Shaw, Sitting in the stern, rowed hard to drive them up on to the shore. Troy jumped out, holding
the rope, and pulled the boat further up on to the sand.

‘All right," hesaid. 'I'll hold it whileyou...'
Troy waslooking at the Scotsman as he said this, saw his sudden look of horror. His mouth opened—

The shot blasted out. Shaw pressed both hands to the suddenly bloody mask of hisface and dropped
forward, unmoving.

Troy pulled a the revolver in hisbelt, turning about, sopping at the sound of the voice above him on the
bank.

'If you try to draw that gun you will be just as dead as your nigger-loving friend there.'

Troy lifted his hands dowly into the air, turned, looked up at the man who stood on the bank above him.
With his pistol levelled at Troy's head. 1t was Colond McCulloch. He spoke with cold anger.

'He hasreceived just what he deserved. Robbie Shaw accepted the hospitality of my home. Then he
betrayed me, brought you here to work against me. He deserved killing ten times over.'

'Y ou didn't have to murder him,' Troy shouted, just as angrily. ‘'There was no need. Y ou'retoo lateto
sop us. Do you see the flames? That's Hall's Rifle Works burning. All your guns and ammunition,
everything, adl goneup inflames!

'Yes, | can seethe flames. | saw them from the road. Saw you outlined against them aswell. That'sthe
reason why | am here. Hereto kill you, black boy.'

"The name is Harmon. Sergeant Troy Harmon. | want you to remember that, colondl. Remember the
name of the black man who followed you here, followed you a hundred and twenty years back through
timeto destroy your insane plan.’

It isn't 0 insane, Harmon." McCulloch had hisanger coldly under control now. 'l still have the blueprints.
Thefactory here, and the one in Richmond, they'll both be rebuilt. The men who helped mewill aid me
agan. Well find another ste to manufacture the guns. Thisisonly atemporary setback. There il is
time...'

'Only until April of Sxty-one—then your timerunsout.’

'l wouldn't bother about that if | were you. Y our time has run out right now. Y ou've caused me alot of
trouble, but that troubleis going to end the moment | pull thistrigger. So you have just enough timefor a
quick prayer to your nigger-baptist God. Let's hear you pray, boy.'

Troy drew himsdlf up, letting hisarms drop dowly to hissides, coldly angry. When he spoke hisvoice
was rich with contempt.

'Y ou are asick, mad, contemptible racist, McCulloch. A disgrace to your country and the uniform you
wore. Y ou think that the colour of aman's skin—or hisreligion—makes him different from you. Makes
you superior. | would love to spit in your face, but it isn't worth the effort.’

‘Bigtak, nigger. If you beg for mercy | might not kill you...'



Troy burst out laughing. Y ou don't know anything, you ignorant redneck bastard! Shoot and be
damned!’

McCulloch pointed the gun square in Troy's face, histhumb drawing dowly back on the hammer. Inthe
coldness of certain desth Troy was numb, beyond feer.

'Beg!" McCulloch said. 'Beg for your life!
'l wouldn't give you the satisfaction. But I'll ask you to do me afavour.’
‘No favours.

‘Just asmall one. Tell mewhy you used therifle works here at Harper's Ferry to manufacture the
ammunition. After dl, you knew about John Brown...'

Hiswords were drowned out by the bark of the gun, the sound harshly loud in the stillness of the dawn.

Chapter 34

Troy could only stare, unbelievingly, asthe bulletstore into McCulloch's body. The colonel folded
forward, the revolver dropping from his fingers, tumbling and rolling down the dopeto stop at Troy's
feet. His eyeswere open but unseeing. When he drew alast, shuddering bresth there was the wet
bubbling sound of air passing through the woundsin his chest.

‘Who... isJohn Brown..." hesaid. And died.

'Give me—ahand, Troy,' Shaw said, dumped back in the boat. His face was ared smear of blood. He
held the Sten-gun limply againgt his body, too wesk to lift it again.

The numbness |eft Troy and he was galvanized to life, jumping into the boat and seizing Shaw under the
arms, dragging him ashore and placing him gently on the grass beside McCulloch's corpse. When he
turned he saw that the boat was drifting away; he splashed into the water after it, seized the bow and
pulled it up onto the sand. Then he climbed into it again to find the saddlebags, rooted into them for his
medica supplies.

‘Scalp wounds, notorioudy bloody," Shaw said as Troy wound the bandage about his head. 'Stunned me
when it bounced off my skull. | recovered consciousness face down in that wretched boat. Felt as though
half my head had been blown away. But we Shaws have always been known for our thick skulls. Oncel
stopped feding sorry for mysdf | wasrather glad to be dive. | couldn't see very well, but there was
nothing wrong with my hearing. By the sound of hisvoice | placed the mad colond on the bank up above
us—in the same place he had been standing when he shot me. Therest, asthey say, ismerdly history.
My hands were actudly resting on the gun under the sest, although it took me sometimetoredizeit. |
did dl the things you told me to do with it and they worked. Sorry to have taken so long—but | wanted
to be sure al of hisattention was on you before | made my move.'

'l can't thank you...'

"Then don't.' He was silent amoment, looking up at Troy'sface. 'l heard agood ded of what you were
saying to each other.’

‘Didyou?

Troy rolled McCulloch's body over, pushed his coat aside and tore off alength of shirt that was not
stained with blood. Hetook it to theriver, dipped it into the water then wrung it out. He used it to clean



the drying blood from Shaw's face.
'Wasthere any truth in what you were talking about? Shaw said.

'Will it go any farther, Robbie? Will you tell anyone el se about what you have heard—or writeit up for
the newspapers?

'It'sawonderful sory, you haveto admit.’
'Would anyone believe you? | would deny everything, of course’

Thereisthat." Shaw sighed. 'l wouldn't be believed—nor would anything be accomplished by publishing
it. Y ou have my word, then, Troy Harmon. | owe you my life, as you owe me yours, so there is thisbond
between us. But if | swear to reved nothing, will you tel methe truth of the matter? Have you two—the
both of you—have you redly travelled here from the future?

Troy hesitated, then dowly nodded, dmost relieved to share this secret at last.
'And you followed him? That was a brave thing to do.’

‘Brave? | don't know. It just had to be done. He was bringing that gun here, to win the war for the
davers. To change history. That could not be alowed.’

'War is coming then? Shaw asked, his voice hushed. 'Y ou mentioned April of sixty-one.’

'Don't ask mefor dates, please. But the war will surely come—and hundreds of thousands will die. But
the Unionwill prevall and davery will end.

'Amen to that. But tell me—and you cannot deny me the question—what does the future hold for
Scotland and England? Y ou know it, don't you, know al the future?

Troy stood and looked around, listening. It was quiet. They seemed to be safe for the moment. The
gunfire may not have been heard.

'l am afraid to speak, Robbie. Afraid to tell you what isto comein fear that the knowledge, some action
of yours, might dter it. It isnot abad future. There will be wars, but your country will remain sound and
free. Theworld will change, physicdly that is, with machines everywhere. No beasts, the horses will
vanish from the streets. The cities, dl concrete and sted and pavings. But people will remain very much
the same. Let it stop here, please. We must never speak of it again.'

‘But there are so many questions | burst to ask! | fed like the man in the story who is given three wishes,
then isafraid to use them. The thingsthat you know—that | never will!" When Troy did not answer he
pushed himsdlf up to asitting position. 'I'll try not to speek of it again—»but it will be deuced hard!’

'We best think about moving on before were found here. If McCulloch saw us from the road hishorse
must betied nearby.'

'What about the colonel?
'Hiswon't bethe only corpsein theriver thisday, Troy said grimly.

He bent and quickly searched McCulloch's pockets, taking away hiswallet and alarge ring of keys.
Then he pushed with hisfoot and the body toppled over the edge of the bank and splashed into the
water, bobbed there for amoment before drifting dowly away. The colonel had come home, to the
South heloved. Troy watched the corpse until the current took it and carried it out of sight. Then he



climbed into the boat and gazed down at the grey form of the submachinegun, with afeding of immense
digaste. He seized it up and hurled it far out into the river, where it splashed and sank from sight.

They found McCulloch's horse tied up about thirty yards awvay under the trees. Troy gave Shaw afoot
up into the saddle, then dung the saddlebags behind him.

'Areyou well enough to ride? he asked.
'l think so. Other than a pounding headache | don't fedl too terrible. Do you have aplan?

'Yes. | haveto return to Richmond. Y ou heard what M cCulloch said about the plansfor the
submeachinegun. | must find them and destroy them. It is going to be dangerous, but it hasto be done. |
can't ask you to come with me.'

"Y ou're not asking, I'm volunteering. Y ou don't think | would stop now, beforethisthing isfinished? And
thereisthe undeniable fact aswell that you would never makeit on your own. Well keep to the back
roads—I don't want to have to explain this bandage too often. Well takeit very easy. | doubt if the
search for uswill be carried on very serioudy now. Not after this setback to their plans. And
McCulloch's death.’

By the time they reached the town of Culpepper they felt relatively secure. They were far enough from
Harper's Ferry so that Shaw's injury was not associated with the uprising there. His explanation that he
had falen from his horse and injured hisface was accepted readily enough. Troy held the horse while
Shaw went into the generd store to purchase supplies. He bought a newspaper aswell. They did not
open it until they were well away from the town. Theraid on Harper's Ferry ill led the news.

It'sal over,’ Shaw said, scanning the story. Theraid lasted thirty-six hours. Then astorming party of US
Marines rushed the armoury and took the survivors prisoner. The attack wasled by Colonel Robert E.
Lee of the second Cavary and aLieutenant J. E. B. Stuart. I've never heard of either of them.’

'l have," Troy said, grimly. Y ou'll be hearing more about them in the future.’

Shaw hadn't been listening; he was reading the reports with a horrified expression. Thisisterrible, it was
just butchery. The whole thing turned into ashambles. Thefirst person killed in the attack by Brown's
people was a Negro—can you imagine that! And the raiderswho tried to escape, the loca people, they
just daughtered them. Poor Newby, remember him? The mulatto. He only joined Brown in order to free
hiswife and children from aplantation herein Virginia Histhroat was cut, then his earswere diced off
for souvenirg!" Shaw hurled the newspaper from him and turned to Troy, his eyes degp with sorrow.
‘Therewill be more like this, won't there? Thisisjust the beginning?

Troy turned away so he would not have to answer, but his silence was answer enough. Heretrieved the
newspaper and later made himsdlf read dl of the details. He did not tell Shaw that John Brown and all of
the survivors would be tried and hung. It would be months yet before that happened, but happen it
would.

By the time they had reached the outskirts of Richmond, Troy had made up his mind about what he had
to do. It wasjust before dark when they set up camp in athicket some distance from the road.

'l haveto get into McCulloch'shouse,' Troy said. There was nothing in hiswalet or on his person that
gave any clueswhere the plansfor the gun are kept. But | know him well enough to believe that they
must be in that house somewhere. | doubt if he would entrust them to anyone else. A couple of the keys
on hisring were very impressive, possibly keysto astrongbox or safe. Y ou stay here, you'll be safe
enough. I'm going to get in fast and out the same way. No one will see me. I'll be back before dawn.’



'‘Good luck.'

"Thanks. | hopethat | won't need it. This should be a straightforward job of breaking and entering. I'll see
you.'

Troy took every possible precaution to be sure that no one saw himin the street during his circuitous
approach to the house. McCulloch's servants were dtill in their dave quarters, but the house itsdlf was
dark. He watched for over an hour, but detected no movements or lights from the building. The moon
was moving in and out of the clouds and he waited patiently for a period of darkness before he dipped
soundlesdy up to the front door. He found the correct key quickly enough, unlocked the door and went
in—gun ready. The dlent house had amusty, sedled-up smell. When Troy was absolutely certain that he
was aone he tucked the revolver back into his belt and began the search.

It took him less than an hour to find the safe. Not that it was well hidden, he had just worked hisway
through the other roomsfirst before he reached the bedroom. The curtains were heavy. He pulled them
tight then hung blankets over them for better protection. When he was sure that no light would be seen
outside helit a candle and tried the keys on the safe.

Onthe shelvesingdewas agreat deal of money, in billsand gold. And asingle drawer at the bottom.
Only when he had pulled the drawer open and actualy had the drawingsin his hand did he fed the
release of tenson. Thiswasthe last thing that must be done. When these were destroyed, McCulloch's
scheme would be a an end. As he took the plans from the drawer he saw the dim form of the book
undernesth them. He wondered what could be so valuable about this book that it had been hidden here
with the Sten-gun plans and the money. When hetook it out and read thetitle he felt aterrible chill.

'‘Ordeal by Fire, by Fletcher Pratt. A short history of the Civil War. McCulloch's guide for hisplansto
change history. But he had surely been insane to have taken this book with him. It had to be destroyed a
once, dong with the plans. But ashe hdd it, Troy's curiosity was aroused. M cCulloch's dying words il
preyed on hismind. Who is John Brown? He flipped quickly through the book, to theindex in the back.

There was no mention of the attack on Harper's Ferry. No mention at dl of John Brown.

All a onceit becameterribly clear. McCulloch had been an indifferent student at school, had grown up in
Mississippi, the State in the Union with the lowest educationd standards. It was just believable that in
school he had never read about John Brown, or if he had, had forgotten about it. His knowledge of
history must have been dight. He had believed in an abstraction, adream of the old South. But when he
wanted to dter the course of history he had to learn more about the details of the war itself. So he had
bought abook, a history of the Civil War. Never ascholar, one book had been enough for him.

By someirony, some quirk of fate, some unguessable arrangement of the laws of chance and of time, he
had bought what was undoubtedly the only history of the Civil War that failed to mention John Brown's
part in the tragic events of the last months leading up to that war.

With aconvulsive spasm of his hands, Troy tore the book in two. Disgusted with the redlization that the
incredible invention of amachine to move through time had been prostituted to such low purpose, by a
man of this caibre. Enough! The matter was done with, it must be closed and finished and forgotten. He
ripped a pillowcase from the bed, stuffed the book and plansinto it, then turned back to the safe. What
of the money? There was no reason to leave it here. With no oneto claimiit, the money would eventualy
gotothe state of Virginia, to aid in the war effort. It would be of far better use turned over to the
abolitionist movement. He dumped the gold and coinsinto the pillowcase, then relocked the safe.

The keyswould go into theriver, the plans and book into thefire, and that would be the end of that. End
of McCulloch, end of his plans. End of his scheme to guarantee the future of the Confederacy.



But the cold winds of-war were dtill blowing from the future, although it wouldn't begin for another
elghteen months yet. There was more than enough time to see that thisjob wasfinished properly. With dl
of theloose endstied up and hisfina report made.

Chapter 35

It was only after they had safely reached Washington City that Troy felt some of the tension begin to ebb
away. They rested there, spent McCulloch's money fredly to buy new clothes, to eat and drink
expensvely. Troy took histime and spent al of three dayswriting up areport on everything that he had
done since he had arrived in this period of time. There was dways the chance that this report might be
found by accident so he was careful not to be too specific. He used theinitid M when referring to
McCulloch and called the Sten-gun smply ‘the weapon.' It was a careful and detailed report, and after he
had reread it he was immensdly satisfied. The assignment was ended, successfully completed, and as
soon as delivery of the report had been arranged he would be free. He Signed it with theinitids T. H.,
dated it November 5, 1859, and carefully blotted it.

Experiments at a glass-blower's had shown that it was impossible to melt shut the neck of abottle
without incinerating any papers placed insdeit. Troy therefore settled for placing the report indde a
whisky bottle, then corking the bottle tightly and fixing the cork firmly into place by covering it with layer
after layer of sealing wax. Not satisfied with this aone, he had then put the bottle inside a stout wooden
box which he had filled with molten pitch. When this had set hard the box was screwed tightly shut.

It was abamy Indian summer day when they rode north out of the city. The sun was hot, the leaves
splendid with their autumn colours. Troy had marked the spot well. They reached the rock soon after

midday.

'If you tdl mewhat you are doing I'll spell you on the shovd,' Shaw said. Troy was digging industrioudy
next to thewall of rock, hurling out astream of dirt like aburrowing badger. He looked up, panting,
running with swest.

‘All right, I'll tell you—but let'sfinish thejob firgt. | want the hole dug, filled and covered before anyone
comes by. Thisbox must remain undisturbed for avery long time!'

Shaw agreed and took histurn on the shove. It did not take them long to burrow amost two yards down
into the soft soil. Troy carefully placed the box in the bottom of the hole and settled it into place. It was
not unlike asmall wooden coffin. A coffin for what? McCulloch's plans for an independent South,
perhaps. Troy crumbled a handful of soil and threw it down on to the box. End of McCulloch, end of his
plans. Mission accomplished and report made.

Enough. He grabbed up the shovel and pushed a stream of black earth down into the hole. It did not take
them long to refill it. Troy stamped the mound flat, then poured the excess soil into aburlap bag that he
had brought along for that purpose. When they had scattered fallen leaves over the spot there was no
sgn of what they had done. Troy pointed to the top of the outcropping of granite.

‘Thisisthe spot where | arrived. Thisledge of stone has been here, unchanged for countless centuries.
Nor will it be changed in the future. Some day they will build alaboratory up there, with more buildings
al around here. I've made my report—it'sin that box we buried—so my work is through now.’

"Y ou mean that they will dig here some day, in the future? Troy nodded. 'In order to find out what
happened to you after you made your journey through time? My lord, you are a conscientious fellow.
Y ou'll belong dead before your report isread.'



"That doesn't matter. I've done as promised. Finished the assgnment and delivered my report.’
'| gather that there is no chance of your putting it under your arm and returning with it yourself?

‘None. Thisisaone-way trip. | knew that when | came. | have no regrets. | accomplished what | set out
todo. I think it wasworthiit.'

'l couldn't agree more. Though I'm not sure that | would have been able to make the decision that you
did. But that part isfinished. Do you know what you will do next?

'| certainly do. I'm going to leave the South and head north, to New Y ork City. That's my home town
and | have animmense curiogity to seewhat it islike now.

‘Sodom and Gomorrah,’ Shaw said distastefully. ‘A world unto itself and a pretty nasty one &t that. The
most corrupt and wicked city intheworld. Thereiseither ariot or aplaguethere every year.'

'Sounds like home," Troy said. 'Let'sgo look at it. Will you come with me?

'Of acertainty. | plan nothing strenuous until my wounds are fully healed. If | must recover it should bein
the lap of luxury provided by Mammon on Hudson. But no more horses. Well tekethetrain.'

It was adow and filthy trip, with greasy cinderslesking in around the windows and settling on everything.
In New Y ork they were more than ready to take a cab to the hotel and a hot bath. After three days of
nothing more strenuous than esting large meals and deeping late, Shaw ventured the opinion that he was
fit enough to climb into a saddle again. They rented horses from alivery stable on Twenty-third Street in
Manhattan, then rode down to Houston Street to board the ferry across the East River. Except for the
lack of bridges, Troy was amazed at how familiar the city was. No skyscrapers of course, and horses
instead of cars, but the streets and the buildings on the East Side here were very much the same asthe
ones he remembered. Brooklyn was awarren of smal homes, and it wasn't until they crossed into
Queensthat there were any marked changes. The houses gave way to farms and twisting country roads.
They rode easily, stopping for lunch in a Coronainn, then carrying on.

An hour later Troy halted at the top of ahill that looked down upon the crossroads village of Jamaica.
There were farms all around, and beyond them the swamps and rushes of Jamaica Bay. He shook his
head.

'l was born right down there," he said. '‘Grew up here. It was dl small houses, the Van Wyck Expressway
there, and the d dong Jamaica Avenue.'

'El?
'Yes, thed train, the elevated railroad, you know.'
'No, | dont, but it sounds like an interesting idea.’

‘Noisy. Cold as hell in winter when the doors open at the stations. Snow blowsin. What am | doing here,
Robbie?| don't belong here." Suddenly depressed, he pulled the horse about and dug hishedlsinto its
Sdes. 'Let's get back to that inn. | need some strong drink.'

Shaw galloped to catch up with him, then they dowed and rode along side by side. He looked at Troy, at
his fixed gaze, and knew that he was not seeing the road and the trees ahead but was looking at aworld
forever lost, one he could never possibly see again. Shaw leaned over and placed his hand over Troy's
whereit rested on the pommel of the saddle. Troy turned to look at him then, and the depths of despair
in hiseyes were profound beyond belief. Then atrace of a smile touched hislips and some of the



darkness dipped away.

'Y ou're agood man, Robbie Shaw, and it has been my pleasure to make your acquaintance. Now let us
get back to Manhattan and enjoy ourselves. We need a bang-up dinner with bottles and bottles of good
wine. After that we are going to the theatre. We are going to celebrate and have agood time while we
can. Because dl of thisisgoing to end soon. Thereiswar over the horizon. A most deadly war of
brother against brother that is going to tear this country apart. So now we are going to enjoy
ourselves—and then we are going to part. | hope to meet up with you again, but | don't know where or
when.'

'Y ou make it sound so final. What do you intend to do?

'What | do best. I'm going to try to enlist in the Army. That war is coming and nothing will stop it. Y ou
and the other abalitionists fought your peacetime war against davery, but that period iscoming to an end.
In the not too distant future the shooting war will begin.

'Itisgoing to be along, long time before it ends.’

Chapter 36
JULY 1, 1863

Thewater had been freshly boiled and was till warm when Troy poured it over hisarm. It burned
painfully and it washed the open shrgpnel wound and started the freshly-clotted blood flowing again. The
jagged cut wasn't deep, but it was painful, and Troy gritted histeeth as he swabbed it clean. His
antibiotics were gone, used up on the wounded during the years of fighting, so the boiled water would
have to do. The length of bandage had been boiled too, and he wrapped it around his arm until the
wound was covered. Thislast effort on top of the fatigue of battle had brought him to the edge of
exhaustion; he leaned back against the bole of the tree, eyes closed, arms draped limply across his knees,
more ad egp than awake as confused memories tumbled through histired brain.

How quickly the years had gone by, yet how dowly aswell. So much had happened since that day when
he had said good-bye to Robbie Shaw in New Y ork. He had quickly discovered that hisidea of enlisting
inthe army had not been as easy as he had planned. Black men were not wanted—except as servants or
ditch-diggers. He would not settle for that. It had taken ayear of hard work, and al of McCulloch's
money, to organize the first Negro battalion in Boston, The First Regiment of Massachusetts Coloured
Volunteers. The amount spent lobbying and bribing the city fathers had been dmost aslarge as that spent
on equipment. But he had doneit, that was what counted. When the war began they had been ready.
And they had fought—oh how they had fought!—and died aswell. Y et there had been no shortage of
volunteers. In alittle over two years of battle they had replaced over fifty per cent of their number. Half
their strength, gone. Dead men, faces now dimly remembered, names dready forgotten. Troy nodded,
haf-adeep, histhoughts sumbling in endless cirdlesthrough hisbrain.

‘Sergeant, | brung you some vittles. Beans mostly, but if you look rea close maybe you see some bits of
the rabbit."

The voice startled Troy awake. He looked up, blinking at the big man with the lopsided grin; half histeeth
were missing. He smiled back and dug the spoon from his pocket, reaching up for thetin plate.

‘Thanks, Luther, | can usethat.' Hisfatigue was so great that Troy had not even redlized that he was
hungry aswell as exhausted. He dug his spoon into the beans and chewed a great mouthful. Wonderful!
When was the last time he had eaten? It was hard to remember, hisbrain still numbed by the day's



fighting. Y es, it had been that morning, biscuits and acorn coffee. Nothing since. Except bullets and
canister shot. But you didn't want to eat too much of that.

The evening was warm and dark. Up here on the hillside he could see the campfires of the Union army
gpread out to both sides dong the flanks of Cemetery Ridge; twinkling beaconsin the night. The
exhausted survivors of the day's battle huddled around them, cooking their dinners and trying not to think
about what the morning would bring. They kept their backs turned to the night, not wanting to peer
through the surrounding darkness to the distant lines of firesthat marked the Confederate lines. There
were an awful lot of them, stretching out on both sides of the little town of Gettysburg, Pennsylvania.

Therebd fox, Generd Robert E. Lee, was dlill dive after two years of fighting, and sill attacking. And
now thefox wasin among the chickens. Driving north with his 80,000 men, he had taken the battle into
enemy territory, past Washington and on into Pennsylvania. That iswhere they had stopped him today.
He had not been beaten, but for the moment he was stopped, here at Gettysburg. The Union troops had
fought all day under the concentrated fire of the Confederate guns, suffering the shock of attack after
attack by those screaming grey files of soldiers. But they had held. Held dl dong theline, Troy had
heard. That was the report, but it was like the report of some distant battle. His war had been here,
among the wooded hillsand valeys, the sone walls and winding creeks. The men of hisregiment, The
First Regiment of Massachusetts Coloured Volunteers, had stood and fought—and won. No, not won,
no more than any of the other Union regiments had won this day. But standing and fighting and
withdrawing with their linesintact, that wasavictory. A continuing victory since everyone, the officers
included, had been sure that the black troops would run.

They never had. Since the war had begun they had stood up to everything thrown at them. Stood up to
enemy gunfire and bayonets, dysentery and disease, the contempt of their own officers, the derision of
the white soldiers. They had endured.

Troy finished the beans, scraping up every last drop and morsel. Then he licked his spoon off and put it
back into his pocket. Everything wasin order. The wounded had been sent to the rear, what food that he
could find had been distributed. All of hismen had full canteens, and he would make sure that they filled
them again in the morning. He had done everything that he could for them. Now he looked to hisown

equipment.

He opened his patch kit and Lily smiled up at him from the battered photograph. He smiled back, il
possessed of the warm memory of her love. After taking out a scrap of cloth he carefully replaced the
photograph and sealed the case.

He was running the cleaning rod through hisrifle when the messenger found him.
'Captain wants to see you back in the shebang tent, sergeant.’

'On my way,' Troy said, turning to the corpord sitting acrossthe fire from him. 'Finish thisfor me, will
you, Hank?

"That isgonnacost you five dollars.
‘Good. I'll pay you soon asthewar isover.'

Hank was a good man—they were al good men. Troy had asked only because he knew that the
corpord would have done the job anyway the moment his back was turned. They were aunit, afamily,
the best men he had ever served with. They were indeed brothers. He straightened his tunic, buttoned the
top buttons, brushed some of the worst of the dust from the Sergeant-magjor's stripes on his deeve, then
turned and walked back towards the tent in the hollow.



He awaysthought of the shebangs, the tents and buildings of the US Sanitary Commission, asa
combination Red Cross and PX. They helped nurse the wounded, handled pension and pay problems,
even supplied some of the persona items like sogp and needles that made asoldier'slifein the Army
bearable. If Troy thought that it was a disgrace that the government had nothing at al to do with the
organization, that it was financed by contributions and fund raising benefits called Sanitary Fairs, hedid
not mention it. The shebangs were there; his men needed them.

The captain returned his salute when Troy entered the tent. He had been talking to two civilians, a
grey-haired man and an elderly woman, and they al looked up when the sergeant camein.

‘Sergeant Harmon, these are the representatives of the Sanitary Commission in Boston,' the captain said.
"They have raised agood sum of money, specifically for thisregiment, and we are dl grestly indebted to
them. They will be leaving soon, but they would like to speak to some of the men before they go.'

'If you please, | am alittle weary,' the woman said. She was white-haired, in her eighties at least, and had
good reason to betired after the day in awagon. 'If you gentlemen will excuse me, I'll remain seated right
here until we haveto leave. If you will permit the sergeant to remain with me, I'm sure he can answer any
questionsthat | might have.’

'Of course, mam,’ the captain said. 'Remain here, sergeant, we won't belong.' He held the tent flap aside
to let the other man out ahead of him.

'Please be seated, Sergeant Harmon,' the woman said. "We have some important things to discuss and
vay littletimetodoitin.'

'Y es, mam,’ Troy said, pulling up one of the camp chairs. The shorter this conversation the better. There
was much to be done by morning.

'Do you remember me, Troy? the woman asked, her words breaking through his thoughts. He looked at
her closdly for thefirg time.

'Sorry, mam." Y es, you do look familiar. But I'm sorry, | just don't remember where from.’
'From Washington,' she said, smiling. 'I'm alittle older but it's still me. Roxanne Delcourt.’

Thewords stunned him; he clutched to the Sides of the chair as though suddenly dizzy. Dr Roxanne
Decourt! A vistor from another time, another age. The urgencies of battle had driven al memories of
Washington from his brain. He was now so adapted to thisworld that he redlly had forgotten he had not
been born in this age, but had travelled here from the future.

'Roxanne! I'll be damned, but it isyou!”
‘It is. Perhgps not the youngster you knew, I'm almogt eighty-five now. But with the new drugs...'

‘But you're not eighty-five, | remember that much, you must be closer to fifty-five. | don't understand.
And what are you doing here? How did you find me?

The questions tumbled out as long-forgotten memories returned. A distant world where he had once
lived. Washington, DC, the |aboratory off the Beltway, the machine that had sent him here. He hadn't
thought about them in avery long time. The pressures of war, of staying aive and kegping hismen dive,
these had driven everything € se from his mind. Memory came rushing back now.

'But what are you doing here now? he asked. "Y our presence here, it can be no accident. And... your
age, forgiveme, itishard totakein dl at once!'



She nodded agreement. 'I'm sorry to be so abrupt. But it was the only way. My timeisso limited. Let me
tell you what happened after you left. We found the report that you prepared for us, thank you for that.
We gtarted digging for it the very next morning. When we cracked open the ancient box and saw the
yellowed paper, the faded ink, | can't begin to tell you the impression that it made on al of us. | think it
was then that we knew we had to do something to help you. We really began working in earnet, al of
us. Admiral Colonne, he'sretired now, but still strong, he helped. He sends his best wishes. And Bob
Kleiman made me promise to say hello from him when | saw you. He was the one who was supposed to
be here, not me." A shadow crossed her face. 'Dead, cancer, over ten years ago. Or can we talk about
timelikethat, subjective time?

Her face was suddenly drawn, al of the years of her life in the lines scribed uponit.
'Roxanne,’ Troy said softly. "'Thank you for coming. For caring that much about me.”

She blinked and sat up Straighter, returning his smile. 'Someone had to, didn't they? The research went
ahead after you left. Absolutely top secret. But everyonein government was so afraid of the possibilities
that our hands were dmost completely tied. They just didn't know what to do with us. Particularly with all
the research restrictions that camein after the One-day War. After they discovered what McCulloch had
donethey actualy stopped al experimenting for ten years. But eventually the programme continued. We
worked for amogt thirty years on improving the machine. It sounds so strange when | say it like that.
Thirty years of my time have dapsed, while—what?—it has been five yearsfor you. But it took usdl of
those years of work to develop the meansto both travel backwardsin time and then return.’

Troy'sfirst confusion was over and he was beginning to understand what Roxanne and the team had
accomplished. And why she had travelled back in time to this year, to seek him out.

'‘Doyoumean..?

'l do." Her voice was so quiet that he could barely heer it. 'I've come to take you home, Troy. It's
possible. It's no longer aone-way trip."

Troy was on hisfeet, pacing the length of the tent and back, unableto stay till. It wasimpossible, it
couldn't be happening. But it was. Could it be true? He spun to face her.

'Return to when? he asked. 'To thetime | left from—or soon after that? She shook her head sadly.

'No, that isimpossible. Or if it is possble—we just don't dare experiment to find out. Despite al of our
work we gtill know s0 little about the real nature of time. | told you, it took us over thirty yearsto perfect
the machine, and you never returned during that time. Therefore you didn't, you couldn't. But well go
back together. Things aren't too bad in twenty-fifteen. Though there have been changes.’

Twenty-fifteen. The year was unimaginable. What sort of world would it be? For some reason he did not
want to know. He spoke his doubts aloud.

‘But that's not my world. Now that you are here, | redize that my world, theworld | |€ft, it redly isgone,
vanished forever for me. I'll never seeit again—and I'm not sure that | want to. It won't comeinto
exigence until long after | am dead. It'sthe distant future from where we are now—and it will be the
distant past for you after you return. But please don't misunderstand. Thank you for coming, for making
the effort to help me. But | am beginning to redlize that thisis my world now. Those men out there are my
people. Roxanne, you should get to know them. Poor, but how proud. Lessthan haf of them can read or
write—and | even have one boy who remembers Africa, remembers being captured by davers. They are
part of menow. | am grateful that you came, that you have done thisfor me. But the world that you live
innow isno longer mine. Thisoneis. They need me here. And | guess, yes, | need them.'



Hisface was suddenly grim. 'And | couldn't possibly leave, desert them at thistime. We aregoing to
need one another tomorrow. Thisisthe big one, the big battle, the turning point of the war. And we are
going to best the enemy. The South will never rise again, will never regainits strength. Thisisthe battle
that counts. Do you understand?

Roxanne nodded, then opened her purse. "Those of us who worked on this project, we were amost sure
that you would fed thisway. We know the kind of man you are, Troy. We know what you did for us,
coming back to this time with no thought that you would ever return. That iswhy we felt we had to do
this, to give you the chance. Aren't you curious asto how we found you?

'Why, yes, | suppose | am now that you mention it, hadn't redly thought about it. Army records?

She shook her head as she took out afolded piece of paper. ‘No, they were worse than useless. But we
did know where you were, that is one of the reasons we persisted with thisline of research. Y ou wrote
that you would be going back into the Army. Y ou probably know that thisis the best researched war in
history." She passed over the piece of paper. Thisisaphotocopy of a page out of ahistory of the Negro
regimentsin thiswar. Read it, please. Thisiswhy | came.’

Troy took it, read it dowly, these words from the future about the present. And, as he read, he could fed
his heart beating louder and louder in his chest.

...theturning point of the war. The battle lasted three days and al of the Negro battalions suffered
greatly. But they fought and their lines held. Much credit is given to Sergeant-mgjor Harmon who led the
counterattack on Gulp's Hill that saved the day. Though the battle was won, Harmon was fataly
wounded and died...

Hisfingers were thick, and they fumbled with the matchbox that he drew from his pocket. He struck a
match, touched it to a corner of the paper, held it until the paper was fully aflame, then dropped it to the
ground.

His voice was rough when he spoke. 'It's not everyone who has the privilege of reading hisown
obituary.' He ground the ashes under hishedl.

‘But it doesn't have to happen that way,' Roxanne said. ‘Come away with me, tonight, everything has
been arranged. Y ou don't haveto die’

'Don't I? But it'swritten here, isn't it? Y ou wouldn't want me to create atime paradox, would you?

'We don't know. After all, you and McCulloch came here from the future, and nothing appearsto have
changed. Troy, | beg of you. Don't stay here and die. Return with me..."

'No, Roxanne, you know that | can't do that. It would be desertion. | think, even if | knew that | would
haveto die, | couldn't walk out on these men now. Don't ask meto. And please don't cry.’

'Am [?1 guess| am.' She smiled and took out alace handkerchief and touched it to the corners of her
eyes. 'All the time we were working | had the fedling that you would say this. But we had to goon. You
really are something, Troy Harmon. Not once, but twice you've acted in away that makesmeglad I'ma
member of the human race.’

They were both standing and he had her handsin his. Holding on hard. 'Don't worry," he said. 'Don't
worry your head about me. Get out of here and get home safely and remember that we did meet again. If
your machine has any value let me see you one moretime, let me hear that everything had worked out
fine'



Voices came closer outside and he spoke quickly now. ‘And | don't want you to be too concerned about
me tomorrow. Y our book could be wrong. History can be changed.’

'l don't undersand...'

'Forget about my report and think about the history books that you studied in school. Do you remember
John Brown's attack on Harper's Ferry? She nodded. "Well what does your history book say happened
there? The surviving raiders were captured and sentenced to death, isthat right? She nodded again.

'Do you dso remember what happened to Hill's Rifle Works? The armoury on theidand.'

"The one that blew up during the attack? Of course. After reading your report we redlized that you were
responsible for that. The explosion stopped M cCulloch's plan once and for dl.’

'Yes, it did. But | can aso remember my history books, quite clearly. | mgored in history and was
aways good at dates. | remember distinctly that nothing was destroyed at Harper's Ferry. Theraiders
were taken and the armoury remained intact. That ishistory as| remember it. And something else. | used
McCulloch's money to organize a battalion of Negro volunteersin the year before the war started—he
would have loved that! But in my history books there were no black battaions until much later.

She dropped his hands, raised hersto her face as she stared at him with sudden shock. Then, what you
are saying, isthat history was changed by your coming here. That means that the theory of dternate
worlds must be true. Eventsin one time cause abranching, the bringing into existence of parallel but
dternate worlds.'

‘That'sright." He smiled broadly. '‘And we shouldn't be holding hands and be talking asif wewereold
friends. We've never met before. We're from different existences. | come from aworld where there were
no Negro battalions until years after the war began. Thisis not true here. In my world theraid on
Harper's Ferry did no damage. Which meansthat my report was never received. When they dug beside
the rock there was nothing there. But in your world the rifle works blew up. Y ou found the report.
Therefore | cameto thisage from aparald existence, not yours, which makes us complete strangers up
until thismoment.’

She was smiling now, too. Then—that meansthat you may not dietomorrow. My coming here, telling
you, may have dtered higtory.'

'Not may, did dter it. And now that | have been warned | will do my damnedest to stay dive!
‘But you may ill die...'

'Y es, thereisthat chance. But that is the chance that every one of usfaces every day of thiswar. It wasa
chance | took when | used dl of my antibiotics and medicine on my men. And I'm till dive. Sothereis
also the chancethat | may liveto seethewar end. | hopethat | do. | likeit here. It'saterrible existence
in many ways, but it's mine now. | want to see the end of thiswar and | want to be there during the peace
thet will follow.'

The tent flap opened and the captain cameinside. Troy came to attention.
'l have to get back to the men now, sir.’
"That will be al—if Miss Delcourt isthrough?

'l am, captain, thank you. | have had amost enlightening talk with the sergeant. He hastold me very
much about the work we are doing and | shall return and report to the others the success of our efforts.’



"Thank you, mam,' Troy said. 'Please thank everyone for what they have done.’
'I'll do that sergeant, believeme, | will.'

Troy saluted, turned about and walked out into the night. The stars were bright above, the watchfires
spread out below. The year was 1863 and, despite the war, the possibility of death, it wasagood time
tobedive.

He whistled happily as he walked back to his men.
END



